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EDITORIAL 

The Pushmepullyou is a mythical beast, divided against itself; 
it has two heads, the one pushing forward, the other pulling back. 
Like just such a creature, pushing ahead, yet pulling back, is the 
American nation as we move into our third century. The more 
we look in either direction, the less we want to see. We shut one 
eye to forecasts that an ecological or nuclear apocalypse is about 
to destroy us. We shut the other eye to disclosures that many of our 
ancestors who seized the land of the American Indian and slaugh
tered him because (they said), he was a savage, were by their own 
acts the real savages, and doubly so, for they glorified their savagery 
as the necessary march of civilization. (Such conduct has, of course, 
always been true of man. Give him a better weapon than his 
neighbor's and he will find some high-sounding reason, a manifest 
destiny, for using it against his neighbor.) 

Ugly revelations about Americans disturb us because we have 
always been addicted to grand illusions about ourselves. We have 
especially cherished the idea that we are the last, best hope of 
Western Civilization, morally superior to other, older and thus 
decadent nations. This opinion of ourselves has been smugly en
hanced by our gigantic technology which has encouraged us to 
believe that the virtue of bigness is its own reward. 

All too easy has been our descent into believing that the better 
bigness works the better it is: that technology and morality are the 
same. "\Ve have forgotten that the one can never be a substitute for 
the other; that although they are opposites, they are not equals; 
that the one, technology, must always be the servant of the other; 
and that to treat them in any other way is to invite disaster. 

If we had observed the difference between morality and tech
nology, our adventure in Vietnam would not have been so hideous. 
Nor would we be so open as we are to the criticism that the moral 
center of our culture has given way. This collapse may be the 
natural result of two World Wars which irrevocably depleted the 
genetic pool of first-rate minds. We may, too, be suffering an 
attack of the disease, mal du siecle) that strikes as the end of one era 
prepares the beginning of the next. Whatever the diagnosis, the 
moral sensibility which helped to make us worthy as a nation be
cause it was based on a concern for the individual, is increasingly 
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absent from our decisions and actions, even while the need for it 
becomes increasingly urgent. 

"The mass of men," Thoreau wrote in 1845, "lead lives of quiet 
desperation. What is called resignation is confirmed desperation/' 
The literature of our newsstands amply testifies that the thought
ful American feels desperately alone against the huge, impersonal 
forces that loom wherever he turns. This feeling is not, however, 
"resignation." Nor is it "quiet." It is a smoldering anger that sends 
him stalking the cities, an aggressive incarnation of T. S. Eliot's 
Prufrock, with the courage and clenched fists, to insist that he is 
no longer the un-Faustian superfluous man. And "in the room"
as of Eliot's poem- "the women [no longer] come and go, talking 
of Michaelangelo." Liberated or not, they, too, move angrily "among 
the tedious arguments of insidious intent" which are exuded by the 
mean streets of a society drowning in its own refuse. 

A change overtaking our popular entertainment is more omi
nous. We have always been obsessed with crime and violence. Our 
old avidity for the individual cat-and-mouse battle of wits between 
master-detective and arch-criminal, miniature embodiments of 
Good and Evil, is turning into fantasies of things to come. The 
protagonist of the future does not exist as an individual but only 
as a member of a highly-technological collective, and he acts as a 
pawn under the constant surveillance and command of an anony
mous central intelligence. It is omniscient and omnipresent. Its 
immediate purpose is exclusively to control everyone and every
thing within its range which is continuously expanding; its ulti
mate purpose, like its identity, remains inscrutable. 

We also indulge in counter-fantasies about the past. Our nos
talgia in fashions for clothes and cars and furnishings is an attempt 
to escape from the technologically determined future we fear awaits 
us. There is no escape, however, from the anxieties of the present 
that cause us to question our identity as a nation, our reasons for 
being as a democracy and even, at times, as a civilization. 

It has been said that a civilization can best be judged by its 
treatment of women; a truer measure would be its concept of evil, 
or rather the degree of moral sensibility that governs its thought 
and action. For us, today, personal evil and personal good have 
become vestigial imprints of previous existences. To be under
stood, they need to be deciphered, like hieroglyphics of a once 
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sacred text, that tell us nothing about the way we are, except that 
we are different from the way we used to be. 

The road we have travelled as a nation to arrive at the cross
point where we now find ourselves, is marked by the cultural sign
posts we have followed in the past and have since toppled. "The 
Good, The True, The Beautiful" of the ancient world, "Truth, 
Honor, Freedom and Courtesy" of the chivalric age, and most of 
all "Do Unto Others ... ," have been replaced by the slogan 
of Balzac's Vautrin, the archetypal villain of Pere Goriot: Success 
is Virtue. 

The thoughtful American is condemned to watch while a cyni
cism, unparalleled in our history, corrupts our most precious in
stitutions- our universities and our courts; while falsehood and 
secrecy, officiating on a massive scale, violate elemental human 
rights; while, "realism," devoid of human decency, condones and 
subsidizes criminality at home and abroad. He is condemned to 
listen to our ruling oracles declare that this new savagery is neces
sary if, at all costs, the civilization of the ·west is to be saved even 
though it probably cannot be saved. When he pleads in the name 
of logic or morality or common humanity that such savagery hastens 
the demise of the West, his appeals are scorned as "counter-produc
tive" or suspected as "contrary to our national interests." 

Anthony Lewis recently stressed that "official concealment and 
deception do damage to more than moral sensibilities or an abstract 
concern for truth. They profoundly injure the premises of democ
racy." The thoughtful American is, in short, condemned to feel 
each day drag us closer to the de-humanized world of 1984; as he 
knows too well, the fantasies of one generation become the actuali
ties of the next. 

Having read thus far, the reader of THE CHARIOTEER, some
what puzzled, may ask, "Yes, all this is sort of interesting and pos
sibly true, but what does any of it have to do with Modern Greek 
literature? ·with, of all persons, Prevelakis?" Or, turning to these 
first pages after having read through to the last, our reader, even 
more perplexed, may wonder, "What does Prevelakis have to do 
with all this? vVhat particle of truth about contemporary life am 
I supposed to recognize in the far-fetched plot, for instance, about 
the novice who falls in love with, of all things, a young horse? If 
it could fly or talk·- but there is nothing extraordinary about it 



8 THE CHARIOTEER 

except that he, an inarticulate, unassuming fellow who aspires to 

Holy Orders, helped it get born, kept it alive, and preferred to die 

rather than part from it? And, to make matters worse, Prevelakis has 

riddled his text with quotations from the Bible. Surely, Modern 

Greek literature has something more true-to-life, more modern, 

for your English-speaking readers? By what stretch of the imagina

tion, what suspension of disbelief, however willing, am I expected 

to relate the esoteric conflicts of The Angel in The Well to the 

survival of Western civilization?" 
"By what Henry James called operative irony," is our reply. 

Against complaints that his stories are not "true to life," he said 

that some works "have their justification in the ironic spirit." If 
life does not contain the living model of an ideal which the artist 

wants to portray, he creates a portrait of that ideal out of his own 

moral insight of what the truth should be. Thus, the reversal of 

expectations which is the essence of irony: instead of being an imi

tation of life, art creates a model for life to copy. As James said, 
"there's a kind of rudimentary intellectual honour to which [the 
artist] must, in the interest of civilization" pay homage. One of 

the responsibilities of art is to help marshal moral sensibility against 

the worst enemies of civilization, "stupidity and vulgarity and 

hypocrisy." In portraying an ideal which ironically does not exist 

and is not "true to life", art nourishes the sources which can even

tually make that ideal become a living truth. 

If Prevelakis is subject to the charge that his stories are not 

"true to life," they are what they are because he is essentially a 

moral philosopher who has selected his art as a vehicle for his 

philosophic meanings. Unlike most successful writers today, he is 

not at all journalistic. However removed it may seem from actuality, 
his work is more heavily freighted with meaning and bears it on 

far lighter wings than any photographically faithful document. 
The irony that the novice does what no "real," "sensible," 

"sane" person would do these days, gives The Angel in The Well 
precisely that dimension of truth which is sadly absent from much 

modern fiction. Prevelakis has created a humble but ideal model 

in the novice who follows the subtle dictates of his moral sensi
bilities. He is torn between the blunt, pragmatic demands of the 

society to which he wants to belong and the delicate needs of his 

love for that mute creature, an embodiment of innocence. He 
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confronts a moral truth, a mystery, which eludes his social and 

intellectual superiors. Ignorant as he is, his ignorance is only of 

the mind. A sentience about the universe charges his being with 

an understanding that transcends the knowledge and power of the 

world. 
Precisely because it is not "true" to what we generally call 

"life," The Angel in The Well is a beguiling parable for our time 

that invites interpretation on several levels. Literally, it appears 

to emanate from the stern ethic of the Bible; every page reminds 

us of the self-effacing disciplines the God-fearing man must en

dure. Culturally, the air of another, more ancient tradition in

spires the whole work: the ineluctable poetry of a pre-Christian 

ethos breathes through it. The music of the great god Pan, him

self, seems to weave among the sun-streaked shadows there in that 

Well where the novice seeks a union with the divine. His conscious 

self has been striving for that union through the worldly body of 

the Church; the deepest springs of his nature flow in another di

rection. Ultimately, the experience of the novice is an extended 

metaphor about Western Man. His fate hangs in balance because 

he has yet to find a way to reconcile the demands of warring op

posites: moral truth and empirical knowledge. The hour is fast 

ripening when he must select which one to press into the service 

of the other. 

Bebe Spanos Ikaris 

for Parnassos 

and The Staff of The Charioteer 



AN ANTHOLOGY OF PANDELIS PREVELAKIS 

PANDELIS PREVELAKIS: AN INTRODUCTION 

by Andonis Decavalles 

One virtue that art and literature have obsessively sought in 
our times is "modernity," whatever its meaning and fashion; that 
virtue, Prevelakis, in a long and brilliant creative career, has not 
cared for or envied. Not that, out of any narrow-mindedness or 
short-sightedness, he failed to meet the challenge and problematical 
questions of his time, locking himself in an ivory tower. Few writers 
have shown themselves to be as deeply aware as he of our modern 
experience, what it contains and what it involves. What has lent 
a greater depth and meaning to his perception and its awareness 
is the fact that his origin and upbringing enabled him to survey 
our reality from the standpoint of another reality: the traditional 
world of his native Crete, what he inherited in his blood and 
learned closely in his childhood and early youth. The contrast made 
things sharper to his sight and more painful to his experience; but 
when he found himself split between two worlds, the one supplant
ing the other, he fully met the challenge. 

He was a fellow countryman of Kazantzakis, his closest younger 
friend, pupil, fellow-worker, helper and even adviser. Prevelakis, 
however, rather than letting modern foreign influences shake, 
disperse and destroy his cultural, ethical, moral, ideological, and 
aesthetic principles, has instead insistently struggled creatively to 
evaluate his heritage. He has struggled to draw strength from it, 
in order, if not to cure, at least to build a defense for his own and 
for man's dignity, individuality, and fullness, as against the weaken
ing and alienating effects of modern existentialism whose absence 
of values and of faith indicates the diminution of the self. For his 
stand and accomplishment he has been widely acclaimed among 
his critics and peers as the most integrated, conscientious, sequen-
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tial and consistent, and as one of the most powerful living authors 

in Greece today, as an outstanding master-craftsman and the most 

perfect stylist in the language. 

Would then Prevelakis be called a "national author" in the 

strict sense of the term? Any survey of Modern Greek literature 

(strictly speaking the literature of the past century and a half), is 

bound to discover as central in that literature the search for a racial 

identity and for Greece's position in the Western World. For a 

nation with a great cultural past, reborn out of a long period of 

extinction, that was an indispensable search. We can hardly think 

of a major Modern Greek author, to this day, who has not, in no 

matter how narrow or wide a sense, been a "national" author, 

consciously or unconsciously contributing to that identity. During 

the nineteenth and the early part of this century, most of Greek 

literature was "ethographic," dealing with the natural world, the 

manners, customs, mentality, values, and human types of that 

country, particularly the rural world and its ethos. In more recent 

times, what we discover behind the unquestionable universality of 

Cavafis, for instance, is the Hellenistic world, its culture, values, 

and conscience. As for Seferis, whatever foreign elements may have 

mixed with his native ones, he could not have been more Greek 

than he was, more national in making Modern Greek conscience 

his insistent, no matter how painful, theme. Even the major so

cialist and leftist poets, Ritsos and Vrettakos, have stayed intimately, 

affectionately, even passionately close to their ethnic and cultural 

roots. 
In a world which dreams of a global humanism without borders 

or frontiers, any ties with the past and with traditions may have 

been deemed as obstacles to that dream, fostering divisions and 

enmities. But there are many ways of looking at things, and there 

is use and misuse of values. The loss of roots is undeniably one of 

the principal causes of modern man's estrangement and loneliness. 

In the world of time, no present can have a meaning without a 

past. As for Greek nationalism itself, it has strong historical reasons 

for being. Placed between East and West, Greece, more often than 

not has been the sharer as well as the victim of both, and has often 

been forced to feel, for that reason, like a world apart from both. 

Greece has felt also that besides her life itself she has a precious 

cultural identity to preserve and to maintain. What is positive and 
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constructive in a culture has its social, political, intellectual and 
other value and serves also as a center of warmth, a solid ground 
for the creator to stand upon, to draw his message from it and offer 
it not only to his countrymen but to mankind at large. Homer did 
not leave his Greekness behind him, nor did Dante reject his Italy. 
Asked in 1972 whether he would agree with those who call him the 
"national writer of Crete," Prevelakis answered: "Crete is what 
kindles and soothes my passion. I've devoted seven novels and two 
plays to Crete. But a similar number of my books belong to my 
time, and their action is set outside of Crete. In short, half my work 
belongs to my homeland and half to my century."1 

A primary and solemn purpose which Prevelakis set for him
self, as he has often stated, was to become through his work the 
"enlightener and redeemer of his nation" at a critical time when 
that nation, like several other small nations with a significant cul
ture of their own, has been speedily losing what was, culturally 
speaking, uniquely its own. Principal among his feelings, that has 
lent his work so much of its power, is a nostalgia, a "depression 
caused to one by his strong desire to return to his land." Rather 
than becoming sentimental, this feeling in him turns into a pow
erful emotion, strikingly manly and heroic, founded on much 
thought and judgment, and weighing and balancing, learning and 
awareness, and as such is classical rather than romantic. It has been 
said that pure romanticism, a product of the northern tempera
ment, has suffered much in the Mediterranean world from the pene
trating rays of a warm and brilliant classical sun. If in Prevelakis 
there is at times - more in his poetry than in his prose -a touch of 
Wordsworthian feeling, it is always strongly counterbalanced by a 
Renaissance spirit of clarity, equanimity, proportion, and tangi
bility. As we shall note here, the Renaissance, the Italian Renais
sance in particular, has been a decisive force in Prevelakis's cultural 
inheritance; the Cavalcantis and the Dantes have put their stamp 
on his mind and work. 

Prevelakis was born in 1909 in Rethymno, the geographic 'heart' 
of Crete, at a time of great historical and cultural significance. 
The initial Minoan culture of the island gave it the superiority 
of precedence over the culture of the rest of Greece, which is still 
extant in certain respects. Crete's often painful yet culturally en
riching exposure, because of its location, to invasions and migra-
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tions from all the cardinal points of the compass, has made that 

island a meeting place of influences. Crete's own modem history 

is considerably different from that of most of Greece. Crete re

mained under the Venetian rule from 1204 to 1669. When most 

of the Greek lands, as Byzantine Empire or Hegemony of the Franks, 

succumbed to the darkness of the slavery under the Ottoman Em

pire, Crete was comparatively privileged to have her share in the 

Renaissance. No time perhaps can better claim to have set the 

foundations of Modem Greek literature than the Cretan sixteenth 

and seventeenth centuries with their illustrious products in lyrical 

epic, drama, and pastoral poetry, all in demotic Greek, more par

ticularly the Cretan dialect and idiom. 
For Prevelakis, it is of key significance to add that Dominikos 

Theotokopoulos set out from sixteenth century Crete to become 

El Greco. To the student of Prevelakis's career the direct and in

direct impact of these cultural facts is bound to become evident. 

His academic commitment to the history of the fine arts is marked 

by an obvious preference for the artistic canon of the Renaissance, 

wherein the life and accomplishment of El Greco, who raised his 

Byzantine inheritance to the Renaissance heights, take for him the 

dominant role, becoming the theme of several of his scholarly writ

ings. "El Greco," he said in his interview, "was for several years 

the basic crystal around which my intellectual concerns solidified. 

The point requires some elucidation. El Greco, the heir of an an

cient cultural tradition jealously guarded as a life-line during the 

dark ages of foreign occupations, came into contact with the modern 

civilization of the West, was temporarily attracted by it, renounced 

it, and finally combined it with his original culture. This ordeal 

of the great Cretan was, I may say, an archetype which I have often 

invoked during my intellectual career."2 

Prevelakis grew up and went to school in Rethymno. His illus

trious family counted among its members and ancestors outstand

ing clergymen, hagiographers, educators, as well as captains, fight

ers, and even martyrs in the war of Cretan independence. He in

herited from his family tradition a high sense of dignified pride, 

a high responsibility with regard to his position and role in his 

native society, as well as a solemn devotion to creativity. He started 

his university studies in Athens in 1925 and continued them in the 

Faculte des Lettres as well as the Institut d'Art et d'Archeologie of 
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the Universite de Paris until 1933. He traveled much in Europe 
during those years, and the thesis he wrote on El Greco earned him 
his doctorate from the University of Thessaloniki in 1935. To .his 
scholarly and artistic concerns belong also his General Introduction 
to The History of Art (1934), his Greco in Rome (1941), and 
Theotokopoulos: The Biographical Materials (1942). His qualifi
cations earned him his appointment as Director of Fine Arts at the 
Greek Ministry of Education from 1937 to 1941, and as Professor 
of the History of Arts at the Higher School of Fine Arts in Athens 
from 1939 until his recent retirement . 

. Because his literary creation drew most of its theme and essence 
from his native Crete, any consideration of him requires a look at 
the history of that island. Only in 1912, some eighty years later 
than most of Greece, three years after Prevelakis's birth, did Crete 
achieve total liberation from the Turks. In his childhood and youth 
he thus experienced closely the combative, manly, heroic spirit that 
was in the air, the spirit formed during the dark days of slavery 
and the long battle for freedom. That spirit still distinguishes the 
Cretan as a man forged in steel, sculpted in granite, the proud 
loner, the sensitive soul, the wild and constant fighter, always 
fanatic for freedom. In 1941, the Nazi parachutist regretted having 
to land on such a man's territory. The Cretan, as Prevelakis in his 
early days knew him, belonged to a highly harmonious, closely-knit 
community bound, for protection and survival, by strong traditional 
ties and values, ethical, cultural and religious, in a life close to 
nature, his native soil and roots. Naturally, that society had much 
in common with the heroic world depicted by Homer. 

Prevelakis fell decisively in love with that world. Its modern 
decline caused him his greatest sorrow. That same world inspired 
Kazantzakis's Kapetan Mikhalis (published in English as Freedom 
or Death). As Plato made most of his work a defense of his unjustly 
poisoned master, so Prevelakis made most of his work an endearing 
recollection, a loving, though not uncritical, resuscitation of that 
world for whatever valuable strength and solace it might secure 
for him and his countrymen and the contemporary world at large. 

Almost equally important in the development of his personality 
and the framing of his mind was his already mentioned life-long 
friendship with Kazantzakis. As a young adolescent, in 1925, when 
he was only seventeen, Prevelakis went with high expectations to 
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meet him in Athens. The older Cretan was forty and had already 

had a wealth of tempestuous experiences in the West. His Salvatores 

Dei, already embodied most of the philosophy that he was to ex

press in his Odyssey which was in progress. On the whole, both 

men had much the same cultural origins and many beliefs and ob

jectives in common. This common ground, however, makes their 

differences more emphatic and meaningful. They were different 

personalities and temperaments. 
During their long friendship, Prevelakis felt for his older 

friend great affection, deep attachment, admiration to the point of 

devotion, and offered him whatever cooperation and help he could. 

Unquestionably, the pupil learned much from the master, but in 

maturity, Prevelakis was eventually to distinguish between what he 

deemed positive and what he deemed negative in Kazantzakis, be

tween what to follow and what to avoid. The more he sensed that 

Kazantzakis had yielded, in his intellectual avidity, in his anxiety 

and eclecticism to Western and other influences, that he was mov

ing away, intellectually and emotionally, from his Cretan roots, 

into a dispersion and even nihilism, however heroic, the more 

passionately Prevelakis himself held to his roots and origins. Be

tween the two men developed a highly interesting dialectical re

lationship, wonderfully reflected in Prevelakis's Nikos Kazantzakis 

and His Odyssey: A Study of The Poet and the Poem, first pub

lished in the original Greek in 1958, one year after Kazantzakis's 

death. About this book Prevelakis was later to say much: "Kazan

tzakis and His Odyssey is the most authoritative commentary on 

my dramatic trilogy [The Last Tournament, Lazarus and The 

Hands of the Living God] and my second novel trilogy, which bears 

the general title The Paths of Creation. Taking Kazantzakis's intel

lectual career as a starting-point, I described the intellectual cli

mate of my century and the irruption of 'alien time' into my coun

try, in other words the circumstances and ideas which made us 

come up against Medusa's Head."3 

His references will be made clear when we discuss the works he 

refers to. What is of central significance is that this book on Kazan

tzakis is also the best, all-encompassing introduction to Prevelakis's 

own frame of mind. Any attempt to quote from it for our purpose 

here, would require too many pages. What we can say is that in it 

Dionysiac Kazantzakis is viewed through Prevelakis's prevalently 
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Apollonian reserve. If the highest concern of both was Freedom, 
that supreme Cretan ideal, in Kazantzakis such Freedom was even
tually to pass the limits, negating and destroying almost everything 
behind it, while in Prevelakis it would wisely know where to stop 
for the sake of life itself, human society, human feelings and values. 
Driven by his intellectual avidity, the temperamentally monastic 
Kazantzakis, while also a passionate yet embittered lover of life, 
"cut himself off from man's world" and man's affections, eventually 
to reach a purely spiritual and considerably inhuman void as in 
the conclusion of both his Salvatores Dei and his Odyssey. For 
Kazantzakis, as Prevelakis states, "the essence of our morality is 
not the salvation of man who changes with time and place, but that 
of God, who through countless fugitive human forms and adven
tures is always the same, the indestructible rhythm struggling for 
freedom." 4 This "eclecticism" made Kazantzakis find modern 
Greece inadequate to sustain him intellectually, and so he turned 
to "both fresh and conserved food, of European, Asiastic and even 
African provenance. The different levels of civilization of these 
sources and their lack of homogeneity were to make a 'monster' 
out of his primitive nature."5 This, according to Prevelakis, made 
his Odyssey a "superhuman attempt," and "explains its size, its 
nightmare flood of incidents, the abundance of images, the endless 
procession of motives, even the destructive force which courses 
through it from end to end, to the final union of Odysseus with 
Death."6 Where Kazantzakis would probably have wished his epic 
to be archaic or classical, it turned out baroque and Hellenistic in 
spirit and structure, full of "harsh pleasure in great violence and 
sudden obliteration."7 It is true that as a passionate lover of the 
Greek demotic, he drew the richness of his language and much of 
his imagery from his Greek and Cretan roots; but he drove them 
out of time and place in the spirit and texture of his epic, where 
a non-Homeric, centrifugal Odysseus is in fact 

a rebel, uprooted, even a desperado. The arena of his action 
would be the whole world. Instead of the friendly setting of 
his native land, there would be the threatening horizons. In
stead of well-known faces, there would be magic masks. 
Instead of the fruit of honest toil, there would be desperate 
piracy. The climate of his soul? Solitude and revolt! Cosmic 
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terrors, a feeling of homelessness, excitement of the ego. In

humanity. Despair. Nihilism.8 

This, according to Prevelakis, was the high price that Kazan

tzakis paid for breaking away from the order and warmth of his 

native world, his "divorce from the Greek public,"9 who found his 

poem not based on any "national reality."10 It was a work which 

gave him at its completion "a disheartening feeling of homeless

ness." For, after all, "The creation of myths and forms is not brought 

about through language alone: There is need of a culture to pro

vide the symbols."11 His novels, all written after 1940, were his 

triumphant, heart-warming return to his homeland and its people, 

when that return was emotionally caused by Greece's heroism and 

sufferings in the Second World War (the central point in Peter 

Bien's Kazantzakis and the Linguistic Revolution in Greek Litera

ture, Princeton 1972). 
The question of the language has been more than crucial in 

Prevelakis, for language cannot be separated from what it expresses. 

With deep respect he would quote George Tertsetis (a Greek poet 

and scholar who lived from 1800 to 1874) who said, "Language is 

the custom of customs," and the Greek national poet Dionysios 

Solomos who asked, "Do you think I have anything in my mind 

but liberty and language?" and who advised, "Submit first to the 

language of the people, then, if you are capable, master it." He 

would quote Kafka's statement that "Language is the sonorous 

breath of the homeland," and what Kazantzakis wrote him once, 

that "the demotic language is our homeland."12 His "Introduc

tion" to his collected Poems, 1969, characteristically quotes from his 

own novel The Bread of Angels the words of his hero, Yorghakis, 

addressing Loizos, to some extent the imaginary impersonation of 

Kazantzakis: 

That language, the living, image-making language of poetry 

that you once taught me . . . has stood for me the springboard 

wherefrom I launched myself into poetic creation- into ac

ceptance and exaltation of the world. It was that language 

which helped me enter the soul of things, and prepared me 

for the redeeming vision. The richer I became in it, the more 

powerful grew in me the mystical passion of the names of 

things: my word had need of all things perceptible as a 

guarantee of my love for truth. Nor could I limit myself to 
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the vocabulary of the poets of contemporary dejection. The 
soul of the people cannot be contained in the one-sidedness 
of those poets' experience and the poverty of their idiom. The 
people are many-headed, containing more healthy than sickly 
elements. The people's sensibility has its mirror in the 
whole range of the language. The poets of contemporary de
jection import into the popular language infections of an alien 
time, which, however, that language, as a healthy organism, 
resists. Finally those infections work like an immunizing virus, 
and the language proves the health of the people who speak 
it: darkness and light, the land and the sea, the animals and 
the birds, man and woman. Nothing more commonplace than 
what is experienced by the sailor, the man in the fields, the 
fighter, the shepherd, the hermit and the sage, yet no more 
commonplace than what glorified the Creator on the seventh 
day. In short: the total size, the total extent of life! It is to 
that goal that the poet should tend, if he wishes to surpass the 
self-complacency of fashions, to stand on the roots of creation 
like an Apollo - I mean like a god who, even when he stays 
silent, his throat contains all the songsP 

This statement recalls Dante's De Vulgari Eloquentia. The 
search for and conquest of the names of things is what Prevelakis 
has not tired to emphasize. There is a mystical quality in the nam
ing of things visible and tangible. The search for the greater truth 
should inspire the poet, while fads and fashions, he feels, have 
failed to grasp the archetypal and the universal. 

Of the Greek demotic language itself, he remarked in his book 
on Kazantzakis: 

The Modern Greek language does indeed excite and charm 
the imagination with its descriptive power. Words speak with 
images, thought is translated at once into pictures. Even ab
stract concepts end as an image, the word links the intelligible 
with the sensible. 'Knowledge and experience,' people tell 
you, 'learning and skill.' The Modern Greek language ... mani
fests the undivided nature of the Greek, reveals the soul of 
the people's civilization in Greece. The superlative use of such 
language in itself gives birth to poetry.14 

As critics have remarked, in its development Prevelakis's work 
went through three gradual stages: the "lyrical" of his poetry, the 
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"epic" of his real-imaginary prose chronicles, and the "tragic" ot 
his dramas. These three genres, however, have alternated. One of 

his most recent works is a long lyrical epic. He made his first liter

ary appearance in 1928 with "a kind of small epic" he called 

Soldiers. It was, he said later, "an intuitive acquaintance with my 

homeland and with the historical time which crossed the indige

nous civilization of Crete. That time can be summarized by the 

term 'Asia Minor Disaster'."15 The sight of refugees from Asia 

Minor inspired a poem suffused with demotic riches and echoes 

from folk-songs in its fifteen syllable line; yet even that first work 

revealed its creator's capacity to raise reality into myth, his love 

and mastery of language, and the intellectuality and solemnity of 

his emotion. 
His next book of poetry was The Naked Poetry in 1939. The 

poet's artistic intention, as expressed in the title borrowed from 

Juan Ramon Jimenez, was to create poetry where his lyrical self 

would be liberated from logic, from past and present artistic con

ventions, from any falsification caused by intellectual finishing or 

professional consciousness- forces that adulterate intuition, the 

truth of the soul, the innate wisdom of genius. He wished sincerity 

and clarity to be the virtues of these poems as records of the im

perishable, milestones of passion and thought, with himself in them 

as an 'outsider'. Thus he defended himself and the 'living time,' 

against the 'alien' or dead time -the time that is of everyday even

tuality. "This," he stated later in his "Introduction" to his collected 

Poems, "is the worthy adventure for man! Art was given to him 

so that he can perpetuate his living time, and so that he can use 

it as a means of sel£-calefaction and as an exercise of wakefulness 

. . . . The main thing in poetry is to stay faithful to your true 

nature. "16 

His expressed aspiration, the aspiration of the Poet in excelsis, 

somewhat like Keats' "negative capability," did, however, have to 

fight hard against the Apollonian perfectionist, the theoretical part 

of the poet. The verse in The Naked Poetry may not be as intuitive 

and free as he intended. In its considerable naturalness and flow 

there is control, a measured freedom, and there is a precious in

heritance of distinguished old prototypes. And how could it be 

different with a learned creator, bound to transcend his learning. 

More often than not, in these poems what is conceived as an idea, 
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is shaped and developed with considerable artistry: thoughts 
dressed in emotion, abstractions dressed in concrete imagery. Be
hind the specifics looms the archetypal experience. 

There are four groups of poems in The Naked Poetry. The 
largest, entitled "Lyrical Love," in its thematic variety, though 
not in its form and manner, seems to transcend lessons from the 
love poetry of the Italian Renaissance, its sonnet sequences, the 
canzone and ballate, with their precedents in Provence. The Be
loved in this group is considerably an abstraction, an almost teleo
logical idealization, much like Beatrice of the Vita Nuova and the 
Commedia. As for love itself, it is the idealistic love of an anima, 
of the perfect and the absolute (the experience of the mystic), 
which gives rise to creativity, more particularly to poetry. The 
Lover is almost unfailingly the Poet, a superior being, often a self
worshipper, concerned above all with poetry, its nature and mys
tique, as the supreme means of transcending and redeeming worldly 
experience. The work recalls Cavalcanti's "Donna mi prega", and 
his other canzone and ballate, theorizing on love behind their lyri
cal and imagistic specifics. In his "Introduction" to his Poems 
(1969) Prevelakis remarked: 

The lightning in the night is more blinding than the sunlight 
in the day. The experimentations of the last twenty years have 
renewed the arts more than the exercises of four centuries of 
belated humanism. They have upturned the respectable canon 
of the Renaissance; they have explored the inner reality; they 
have created the new frisson (Hugo on Baudelaire). They do 
not, however, stop the poet from wondering: "Who am I? 
·what has my land made me? How has my time shaped me? 
And to what extent would I adopt its preferences?17 

The answer to these questions lies in Prevelakis's poetry itself and 
the rest of his work. 

Another significant group of poems in The Naked Poetry, the 
"Anastasima" (Resurrection), draws its elements from the poet's 
youth in Crete, where lyrical effusions carry spiritual experiences 
of a wider conscience. The poet explores his fatherland from which 
his poetic sensibility draws its fire to grow into a supreme justifi
cation of his existence, and from which he draws his ancestral, long
tested, moral, ethical, and esthetic law to serve as a compass in the 
tempest of his spiritual life. What his land, in his early days, taught 
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him, helped him recover himself in a resurrection (Lazarus later 
becomes the hero of one of his plays), a resurrection from the death 
that the dejection of modern times was bringing upon him. The 
"Anastasima" poems sketch the central theme of much of his later 
work - the spiritual problematism of a man of tradition who faces 
modern reality. 

The remaining poems in The Naked Poetry as well as those in 
The More Naked Poetry} 1941, have much in common; they range 
from lyrical moments of spiritual affinities and affections, from 
ecstatic discovery of inspiring truths within the Greek world and 
the poet's own soul, to the anxiety, already in the air, of dire days 
to come. These poems reveal a mind searching for the greater vision, 
working in spiritual proximity to the two older friends of the poet, 
Kazantzakis and Sikelianos. 

That force, however, which could not find room in the compact
ness, the nature itself, the inherent 'indirectness' of poetry and its 
metaphor, had already exploded marvelously in The Chronicle of 
a Town} a prose work of 1938. In prose it is a 'chronicle', yet much 
of it is lyrical. This Chronicle was an immediate success during the 
War and the Occupation, and has been reprinted often and trans
lated into foreign tongues ever since. Unfortunately, it has not yet 
appeared in English. Its author has defined it as 

the product of my nostalgia for the harmonious world which 
reared me. The citizens of my city were children of the same 
Father. Their Faith in God interpreted the world and gave 
meaning to their lives. These archaic people could say what 
was holy, just, beautiful and seemly. The soul of each one was 
in unison with the soul of the community; an unshakable 
reality supported both the one and the other. My stay in the 
hustling cities of ·western Europe during the critical inter-war 
years made me see this seemingly natural harmony as a lost 
paradise.18 

More concretely, this 'chronicle' is the idealized picture of the 
author's native Rethymno. Starting from the picturesqueness of 
that town and its traditional community, it raises its traits into 
"more general categories, to philosophise on the life and the death 
of human communities."19 A work of love and of recollection that 
is painful, it becomes also an elegy for a world that is already lost, an 
epitaph. In it Prevelakis develops the simple craft of the folk story-
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teller into a surpassing art as he takes us from one corner of his 
town to another, to a world of artisans, craftsmen, ikon-painters, 
church and boat builders, horse breeders and skillful riders, mer
chants and shopkeepers, all honest men, each religiously devoted to, 
deeply versed in, and proud of his craft, discipline, trade, and pro
fession. All together they embody Plato's notion of Justice in his 
Republic- although our focus here embraces primarily the class of 
bronze and iron so sadly neglected by the old aristocratic master. 
Obvious, throughout the narrative, is the author's delight in naming 
and describing people and things. We enter coffeehouses where 
Cretans meet peacefully with Turks; we attend religious and social 
rituals, we contemplate churches and mosques; in short, we enjoy 
the highly appealing panorama of a disciplined and harmonious so
ciety as active as a beehive. Crafts and professions, as well as the 
welfare of the community as a whole, shape minds and souls; and 
the notions of good and evil, of beauty and ugliness, are sharply 
delineated, as if sculpted on the granite of long-tested values. 

But all this "was" then, and "is" no more, trampled down by 
the modern evils. A few lines from the concluding pages of that 
Chronicle express its spirit: 

He who neglects the arts, crafts, and customs of past life misses 
life itself, which is made out of the struggle of people and 
their yearnings. History, as recorded on paper to be read at 
school, is nothing as compared to the everyday sweat men have 
poured out on the tools and materials of their crafts to fill 
the world with riches and beauties. Each one with his capacity 
-one on the cabinet-maker's bench, another on the anvil, 
another with his shuttle and his needle, all have enriched 
man's inheritance... . This is why, speaking only of the arts 
and crafts and tools of men of another time, I feel as if go
ing back to catch them in their lives and to enter their soul 
more than any history of wars might have helped me to.20 

And we read further: 

The town got accustomed to studying its destiny with patience 

and endurance. What the sage achieves at the end of his life, 

which is to contemplate Death face to face and to smile at 

him, this difficult accomplishment was achieved by that town 

fallen from her once noble state. Her knees were not turned 
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weak by fright, but her lips started smiling at her treacherous 
fate.21 

The Chronicle is a link between Prevelakis's "lyrical" and his 
epic stage in which the history of Crete becomes his epic myth. 
During the years of the Second World War and the German Occu
pation, the frightful and heart-breaking experiences turned Preve
lakis's mind to Cretan history, that island's long battle for free
dom. He searched the past for solace, for promising parallels to 
the contemporary struggle of his country, and he summoned, 
through study, recollection, and creative reshaping, the heroic 
values and forces to meet the new struggle. The products of this 
reconstruction were his Desolate Crete (1945) and the trilogy of 
The Cretan (1948, '49 and '50); he called them myth-historiai be
cause they are a mixture of history and fiction. 

Desolate Crete recounts the Cretan uprising of 1866-69 against 
the Turkish dynasty of the Island, when heroism reached its climax 
in the holocaust of Arkadhi. A monastery was built there in the 
seventh century, and because of its massive solidity became, some 
eleven centuries later, the stronghold of the Cretan resistance in 
the area. In November 1866, three hundred armed men with six 
hundred and forty-three non-combatants, women and children, de
fended it against twenty-eight thousand Turks. The monks them
selves were among the bravest defenders of the site. When the Turk
ish cannons smashed the main gate, the defenders set fire to their 
gunpowder magazine and the explosion killed many of the defend
ers as well as three thousand assailants. Then came savage massacre 
of the women and children; few survived. Among the many heroes 
in the Prevelakis family, George Prevelakis, the author's uncle, was 
slaughtered there, a martyr, in the Refectory of the monastery. 
Thus, place and event became for Prevelakis his most sacred tie 
with his native soil. His visits there as a schoolboy and young man 
took the quality of holy pilgrimage and of mystical initiation. The 
agony of Arkadhi is the core of Desolate Crete and of his trilogy 
The Cretan. 

There were years of waiting until Prevelakis felt ready to drama
tize the episode in his play The Volcano (To lfestio 1962), whose 
ritualistic solemnity recalls mediaeval mystery plays. In a moving 
"Prologue," Prevelakis stated retrospectively: 
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I started writing The Cretan in August 1942, after I had first 

tried to specify my Greekness and to delineate my duty as a 

writer in a text I called "Epitaphios." Even before I had 

finished the first volume of The Cretan, the Cretan uprise of 

1866 had inflamed so much my imagination, that I started 

writing the Desolate Crete. Arkadhi rose before my eyes and 

I was seized with awe. I hurried by with much shivering and 

continued my recounting the Fight at land and sea. So I 

finished the chronicle of the Uprise, and then I had still to 

wait for long. . . .22 

In Desolate Crete and the trilogy The Cretan, we find, as George 

Manousakis has remarked, "a conscious effort to project and to stress, 

through the reproduction of an historical period, all those elements 

that compose the soul of Crete, and to raise the forces which shaped 

that soul into paideutic values.''23 The Cretan is a chronological 

sequence to Desolate Crete, covering the most decisive years that 

ended in Crete's liberation, with, however, a key difference in the 

approach and manner. Whereas Desolate Crete is tightly knit and 

austere, The Cretan is expansive. History mythologized, like Tol

stoy's War and Peace, it sets into motion, within its historical 

frame-work, characters both real and imaginary, while giving, at 

the same time, a larger panorama of Cretan life during those years, 

Cretan temperament, ideology, ethos, and folklore. 

In an Eden-like simplicity, where paganism enriches Christiani

ty, life is communal and ritualistic, with strong ties of brotherhood. 

The ancestors and the dead are still alive in memory. Alive also 

are the ethical inheritance and the heroic spirit. All is in God'c; 

hands, and Death is frowned at. Manliness is admired and worship

ped in the well-built body of the fighter, his courage and endur

ance; these give rise to manly pride, which, however, does not 

always avoid excess resulting in conflicts and family feuds. To 

the manly community the women, too, lend their beauty and grace, 

their warmth and affection as companions and mothers, and even 

carry their share in battle as helpers, inspirers, and heroines. There 

is love, and there is the feeling of security and peace in the strong 

communal ties that stand as bulwarks against the grim reality of 

the battle for freedom. 
From this work of epic grandeur emanates a folk humanism, 

a healthy ethos that educates Man. It is the ethos of the simple 
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and unsophisticated people living close to the laws of nature, with 

a fullness of capacity to distinguish unmistakenly between good 

and evil, between the beautiful and the ugly. Although enslaved 

politically, they are free in spirit. 

The outstanding characters in the trilogy, ranging from histori

cal to imaginary, tend to be achetypal. Kostandis Markandonis is 

the idealized embodiment of the Cretan man and fighter for free

dom. The first volume, The Tree (1948), traces his birth and 

growth, like a tree, on his native soil and its tradition, with Manas

sis, a monk, as his educator in peace and war. The second volume, 

The First Freedom (1949), relates the struggle, of which Kostandis 

is the central figure, for the passionately long-desired goal. Crete 

is finally liberated but freedom is not an easy commodity to handle. 

The first effort was communal, but building the free State (the 

title of the third volume) is a different matter. It requires concepts 

of leadership and responsibilities. We pass from the community 

and its heroic cause to individuals and their views regarding the 

constitution of the State. We also pass from the epic to the tragic 

stage of Prevelakis's creativity. The central action of this third 

part leaves the heroic and unsophisticated Kostandis Markandonis 

and shifts to the conflict between the views of the deeply traditional 

and theocratic Father Manassis, Kostandis's educator, and those of 

the two historical figures, the monarchical and autocratic Prince 

George of Greece, for a while the High Commissioner of the Great 

Powers in Crete, and the highly-gifted, future-oriented Cretan, the 

democratic statesman, Elefterios Venizelos, who had the last word 

in the conflict. Venizelos, of the same age and the same cultural 

roots as Kostandis, might be seen as Kostandis transformed through 

learning, sophistication, and a new awareness, drawing from the 

old tradition of freedom the wisdom that the new conditions re

quired. 
In a French translation by Jacques Lacarriere in 1957, The 

Cretan) received the highest praise of two French Academicians, 

Jacques de Lacretelle and Andre Chamson. De Lacretelle wrote: 

In Crete there is a different race of people, though, war

loving, unsubmissive, which one could paint only with nitric 

acid. When he decided to write a novel with his native land 

as its theme, Prevelakis felt that that novel would not be true, 

unless its characters were suited to the national epopee. One 
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is to admire the way that Prevelakis depicts all the aspects 
of the people: the feelings tied with the earth, the mystical 
inheritance, the political view - a drama in relief. Nothing is 
missing. Moreover, in my opinion, he threw light on what 
has survived in the Modern Greek world that the Western 
World does not suspect: the almost religious nostalgia for the 
Byzantine world and its power.24 

We must return to the point that in the conclusion of his tri
logy, Prevelakis arrived at a new stage in his work, the tragic one. 
The conflicts of views and ideologies in Crete were also conflicts 
within the soul of modern man in his apartness and loneliness. 
Commenting on the conclusion of his trilogy, Prevelakis stated: 

Finally, The State (which could be translated as The Republic 
in the Platonic sense) presents the freedom-fighters sacrificing 
themselves for the second condition of a dignified life, the 
democratic state . . . A struggle which went astray, and a 
desire which remained unfulfilled ... Here begins the tragedy. 
Drama makes its appearance together with dilemmas. The 
tragic hero struggles on the frontier of two possibilities. One 
is dictated by an order from without, the other by his moral 
autonomy. Our age was bound to rediscover tragedy. Today, 
what must be done is not dictated by any authority. Modern 
man chooses his actions by himself. Beliefs, institutions, myths, 
even images have disintegrated. It is in this existential void 
that the drama flourishes. The origin of modern drama is the 
"death of God." This celebrated expression could be under
stood as [meaning] the death of Man.25 

The tragic view of life found next expression in three plays 
forming a thematic trilogy: The Last Tournament (1952) [pub
lished also in English], Lazarus (1954), and The Hands of the 
Living God (1955). Each dramatizes an individual conscience 
whose difficult choice for action brings it into conflict with estab
lished belief, custom, and authority. For its own integrity, that 
conscience takes all risks and meets death as the reward, becoming 
a sacrificial victim, with the hope that its example will enlighten 
others. 

Characteristically, for each of these plays, Prevelakis chose his 
hero from turning points in Western culture: the time of Christ, 
the Renaissance, and the Nineteenth century. Compared to Preve-
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lakis's own The Death of [Giuliano] de Medici of 1939, The Last 

Tournament (produced at the National Theater in Athens) 

achieves greater depth in attributing to its hero, Giuliano, a solemn, 

non-worldly purpose. He is the famous Lorenzo's brother, the in

spirer of Poliziano's "Stanze per la giostra." The hero is stabbed 

to death by the Pazzi conspirators, as instigated by Pope Sixtus IV, 

in the Cathedral of Santa Maria del Fiore in Florence during the 

second Easter Mass in 1478, at the moment of the Elevation of the 

Host. Giuliano, forewarned of the murderous plan, goes unarmed 

to meet his death as the inevitable answer to his questions that 

arise from his study of the Classics and from the conflict, in Renais

sance Florence, between the theological and the secular-scientific 

interpretation of the world. Two days before his murder, Giuliano 

explains to Poliziano, 

I stake all my honor on being open-minded. I have thrown 

down every wall raised up by human cowardice- religions, 

morals; institutions, systems - in order that free horizons may 

extend around me. And from there begins my inhuman sur

veyal, the growth of the pure matter that I was in the hour of 

my birth .... The ready-made thoughts, the ready-made de

sires, which occasion and place dictated, they took for the of

fering of my spirit- but I, out of the authority and substance 

bequeathed to me by my ancestors, retain only these privileges: 

to be aware of the vital falsehoods forged by rulers, and to 

stand beyond the confines of necessity.26 

In the second play, Lazarus* the Biblical hero, recovering from 

his physical death, is led, much like Giuliano, by his integrity, his 

concept of life, and by circumstances, into selecting a different, 

more meaningful death. His miraculous resurrection, in the eyes 

of the authority represented by the Temple, challenged the natural 

laws of life and the foundations of the Temple itself. The Temple, 

preaching hope in the coming of a Messiah, refused to accept that 

Messiah when he came; he was not what he was expected to be

a worldly one, a king to fortify and establish the power of Israel. 

The coming of any Messiah would, also, disturb the vested interests 

of the Temple. Lazarus was, therefore, ordered to negate his resur

rection and return to his grave; he willingly did so, but for his 

.. Produced at the ancient theatre of Herodes Atticus in Athens in 1975. 
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own reasons. He could not do otherwise but stay faithful to the 
teaching of Christ as he himself understood it. Of his play, Preve
lakis wrote, 

Death liberated Lazarus from his old, false self. Resurrected, 
Lazarus searches for the law of his new life, wishes to take 
conscience of his destiny and his second death. To surpass his 
mortal fate, he will devote his life to a purpose -he will de
vote it "even unto death." This means that his new death will 
be the result of his choice . . . . Of the spiritual substance he 
had harvested from his first life, only the word of the Lord 
has been saved. The new Lazarus recognizes in himself the 
Logos that became Flesh, the Vessel of the divine choice. His 
independence has been shattered. He has been conquered by 
the Spirit. From that moment on, the purpose of his life, 
"even unto death," is to preach the new Logos. 

But the new Logos has Roman authority and the Hebrew 
Temple as his enemies. His preaching will be called rebellion, 
and its price will be death. A second revelation enlightens 
Lazarus's mind: that his own martyrdom will be a prefigura
tion of Christ's own.27 

This play brings to mind Eliot's Murder in the Cathedral 
wnere Thomas struggles to make his sacrifice for the right reason, 
in his own conscience. Even the Apostles, Peter, John, and Thomas, 
do not understand Lazarus's refusing to reveal, to make public 
the miracle of his resurrection. He is only, he believes, a vessel, 
and so he refuses what might turn into self-glorification. Besides, 
a real resurrection is not in the flesh, but in the spirit, to follow 
his second death. 

In both these plays the Church (or the Temple) stand for the 
authority opposing and condemning the hero; however, the Church, 
as an institution, is much in the center of Prevelakis's own Cretan 
world, mostly as a constructive force, and religious faith counts 
for him among the high virtues. Is there a contradiction? The 
proper answer is in Prevelakis' intention when writing these plays 
-to dramatize the modern individual conscience in its inner ques
tionings and its quest for truth above the limitations and short
comings of institutions during times of doubt. In one of his later 
works, the novelette The Angel in the Well, as we are to see, the 
same matter recurs, that of the individual conscience in a painful 
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quandary, deciding all by itself, with no support from what is estab
lished. 

The third play of the trilogy, The Hands of the Living God 
(a great success at the National Theatre in Athens in 1957) was 

inspired by "some pages in Dostoevsky." As a play of conscience, 
it may even be seen as falling within the realm of that author's 
Crime and Punishment where the hero's conscience has really the 
final word. An army officer kills, out of jealousy, the woman he 
loves, but circumstances protect him from human justice. His 
conscience does not recognize either human or divine laws, but 
the moment comes when he falls into "the hands of the living 
god" which the Fury is. Following the example of the man to 
whom he confesses his crime, he decides to enter the road of suf
fering and of atonement. 

To his trilogy Prevelakis gave later the general title The Di
sease of the Century (Le Mal du Siecle ), meaning by that "mal" 
man's loneliness and estrangement from any external, respectable 
guidance in his actions. When society loses its inherited harmony 
and its wisdom, what does the individual do? These plays drama
tize painful questionings in Prevelakis's own mind, questionings 
and disheartening quandaries that he has painfully shared with his 
contemporaries. To project those quandaries, he turned from the 
objectivity of the "third," that is the dramatic voice of his plays, 
to the "first," the confessional voice of his novels, a trilogy under 
the general title The Paths of Creation. Considerably, though not 
fully, autobiographical, its mythologized reality brings us closer 
to its creator's spiritual experience. 

The story, in short, is about a young Cretan, Yorghakis, born 
and brought up in the tradition of his island, then going abroad, 
and encountering the disruptive impact of conflicting \\!estern 
ideologies. He tries to understand; he suffers and resists. Despair 
and nostalgia make him long to return to his native world, his 

'Ithaca', and to what he once left behind. But, on returning, he 

discovers that his island, too, has been considerably infected by 

the modern miasma. The harmonious society, of which he once 

was part and which he aspired to enlighten and redeem, has ir

retrievably declined. All that is left for him is to recover within 

himself whatever he can from that lost world, the values to serve 
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his ·own tormented conscience and his creativity as guides, solace 
and inspiration. 

Yorghakis may well be Prevelakis himself, though precise iden
tification of the· characters· in the trilogy with real people would 
certainly be misleading and against the author's wish. Possible 
misunderstandings caused by the first volume made it necessary 
for him to state in the two subsequent volumes that neither his 
characters nor his events are drawn from real life. There are, how
ever, several clear indications that in the warmth of his confessional 
voice, Yorghakis is very much his creator's mouthpiece. His ex
periences, particularly the spiritual ones, correspond to those of 
Prevelakis, and the literary works attributed to him in the trilogy 
are Prevelakis's own. 

With the other principal characters, one must be more careful. 
Their initial conception seems to have come from real people, but 
then they developed independently, without losing their realisni., 
into symbolic types and attitudes to serve as influences and forces 
in the life of Yorghakis. Such characters are Aunt Roussaki and 
Loizos Damolinos, both Yorghakis's tutors, educators, friends and 
companions. The former is a marvelous personification (allegorical 
only in the sense that Dante's characters in the Inferno are allegori
al), an embodiment of Yorghakis's native Crete, its folk culture and 
wisdom, the wisdom of the heart; the latter stands for learning, 
intellect, sophistication, Western ideology and scepticism. These 
two characters become the gradual stages in Yorghakis' own develop
ment, and eventually the conflicting forces and polarities in his 
inner dialectics. 

An almost mystical implication is in the title of the first volume, 
The Sun of Death (1959). In the sunny Cretan world, death, as it 
was made explicit in The Cretan, is omnipresent. Early in his life, 
Yorghakis becomes familiar with it through the loss of his father 
and mother. Aunt Roussaki, an elderly woman, illiterate yet deeply 
versed in an intuitive, living wisdom, becomes the young boy's 
stepmother and pours into his soul what was to become invaluable 
and imperishable wealth. Superbly created, Aunt Roussaki remains 
an unforgettable character in Modern Greek literature. What she 
gives Yorghakis, in their closeness to nature, is his permanent 
possession, a touchstone for the rest of his life, a solid ground 
upon which to test his later experience, a haven to return to spiri-
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tually for sustenance and hope, an armory of values wherefrom to 
draw the weapons of his defense against the attacks of the con
stantly encroaching alienation. 

The Sun of Death starts and ends with death, the death of Aunt 
Roussaki herself. As George Manousakis has remarked: 

Death and man's attitude towards it are the central theme of 
this novel. This is not the first time that the "awful god" con
cerns the author. In The Chronicle of a Town, in the decline 
of old Rethymno we face the inflexible law of decay which 
is the fate of man and his works. In the Desolate Crete and in 
The Cretan, death is the sudden extinction of individual life 
in the strenuousness of the common fight, the willing sacrifice 
of souls enflamed by the longing for freedom, which, in sub
stance, cancels death. Here the problem takes greater sharp
ness, faced by isolated beings as a directly and purely personal 
matter. Death dominates the book from beginning to end with 
its continuous presence, and each individual is to settle his 
account with it all by himself. This way the book becomes 
"a study of death", without ceasing to be a brilliant picture 
of Cretan life as well . . . . Death is the supreme test of men 
[in Crete]. It is the furnace that makes the rust fall off their 
selves, so that the metal of their soul might shine bright and 
pure, or it is the flame that makes them melt and vanish.28 

Innocent Y orghakis would have perished by a bullet of family
revenge had not Aunt Roussaki thrown herself into the way of 
that bullet, to die so that he might live. The custom of family re
venge in Crete, the blood-for-blood blind retaliation with its in
scrutable laws, has been deemed by Prevelakis a regrettable, sore 
spot in the heroic spirit of Cretan life. In this novel, revenge claims 
also the life of Lefteris, Yorghakis's cousin and Aunt Roussaki's 
son, an idealized, Apollonian embodiment of brave young man
hood. The theme of the blood revenge later is central in the author's 
play The Hand of the Slain (1971). 

The time of the story in The Sun of Death is that of the First 
World War, and war in this novel is far from being seen idealistic
ally as it was in The Cretan. Nor is the society of Rethymno as it 
appeared to be in the author's 'chronicles.' The cultural decline is 
already increasingly there, combined with poverty, misery, illiteracy, 
narrow-mindedness, laziness, and selfishness. In the whole picture, 
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Aunt Roussaki seems to belong to a world already past and dead. 
She is only a survival. The ethos has changed. 

As for Loizos Damolinos, his very name indicates a foreign 
origin, a strangeness within the Cretan reality, of which, how
ever, he becomes a part. In the first volume of the trilogy, he 
is a secondary force, second to Aunt Roussaki; he becomes pri
mary in Medusa's Head (1963). As an intellectual, full of Western 
learning, side by side with his attachment to the Greek language, 
an educated liberal, he promised Aunt Roussaki that he would stay 
faithful to her regarding whatever influence he was to bring upon 
Yorghakis. Loizos would have liked to stand by his promise, but 
his avid and restless intellectualism and his growing skepticism, 
that destroys in him any possibility for faith, make him the un
willing betrayer of his promise. His doubts and questionings, which 
reflect the turmoil of Western ideas, are the "Medusa's Head" of 
the title, which Loizos waves in front of Yorghakis's disconcerted 
eyes, and of which he himself is the victim. For both master and 
pupil, the only thing between them and the petrifying power of 
that "Head" is creativity to spring from the native soil, a work of 
art, "a piece of sculpture," an agalma- a word which originally 
meant that wherein one delights. But creativity requires the warmth 
of faith, it requires roots and an ethical and moral canon - all of 
which Loizos lacked. While in Athens, his friends and companions 
were fellow-intellectuals, artists, political idealists and activists, 
marxists and others, all victims of Western trends and influences. 
We are in the twenties and thirties of our century. 

The scene changes as Yorghakis and Loizos escape to the island 
of Aegina, where they hope in their isolation to recover themselves. 
It was on that island that Kazantzakis spent twenty years; there he 
wrote most of his Odyssey, and there Prevelakis was his frequent 
guest. But we must be careful not to identify Loizos thoroughly 
with Kazantzakis. Loizos is neither a genuine Cretan nor a creator 
- Kazantzakis was both- no matter how much Loizos would have 
liked to be. He is an intellectual, a thinker, a teacher, a scholar, but 
not a poet. This last he cannot be. He is perhaps an embodiment of 
only those qualities in Kazantzakis which Prevelakis disapproved 
of in his older friend, qualities driven here to ugly extremes, bring
ing his final destruction and Yorghakis's utter regret. 

Several statements by Loizos in Medusa's Head bring Kazan-
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tzakis to mind. Loizos would like, for instance, to see matter tran
scended into spirit. He would deem woman "an impure and 
troublesome element in a work like ours."29 He believes that "the 
contemporary world illustrates the episodes in the Odyssey. One 
wouldn't have to go far for a periplous in unfriendly seas to meet 
the dangerous monsters [we are not far from James Joyce at this 
point]. One needn't go far from Ithaca to feel the nostalgia for it; 
an inhuman, barbarous, indecent crowd has already defiled it."80 

This is of course Prevelakis's feeling as well, and this reference to 
the Odyssey requires our further comment that the trilogy is full 
of references to the Homeric epic as to a foundation and a parallel. 
The Odyssey was not more central in Kazantzakis's work than it 
has been in that of Prevelakis. Even as it has also been the meeting 
ground of Cavafy, Seferis, Elytis and other modern Greek poets. 
There is one major difference, however: in contrast to Kazantzakis's 
centrifugal Odysseus (as was Dante's, Tennyson's and Cavafis's), 
Prevelakis's Odysseus is, like Homer's, centripetal. 

In Chapter Eight of Medusa's Head, we find that Loizos's su
preme ambition as a human being is to create a garden in the like
ness of the garden of Alkinoos, a world of nature, Greek nature, 
with its fauna and flora and its ancient myths of gods, a world to 
be conquered by the human intellect- a garden to be bequeathed 
to future generations. One is inclined to wonder at this point, 
wasn't the world of Alkinoos too perfect for Odysseus? Loizos says 
elsewhere: 

If I wished to give in one picture what has been the life of 
the Greek, I would choose that ancient vase painting which 
depicts Dionysus with his pointed beard, sailing with the fruit
laden vine as his sail. And if the wild periplous of Odysseus 
comes to your mind, his ship - do not forget! - is buffeted by 
seas far from the Greek waters. The much-wandering Odysseus 
is tossed between the Kikones, the Lotophagi, and from then 
on to the Kyklopes, the Laestrygonians and to Kirke's island 
. . . . But when he steps on the Greek soil, the land of the 
Phaiakians, the monsters disappear, and under the Apollonian 
lights there appears the human and mortal princess Nausikaa 
to welcome him . . . . s1 

The whole trilogy, The Paths of Creation, is an Odyssey in the 
Homeric sense, with the difference that it ends in no triumph, in 
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no real recovery. The return, the disappointing Nostos in The 

Bread of the Angels (1966) bestows an Ithaca, but only within, as 

a lesson. Years later, Yorkhakis goes in search of his land, for what 

he remembered it to be, to meet his old world and restore himself 

in it, to be inspired to create what will educate and redeem his 

countrymen. There he finds himself an unwanted, frowned-upon 

stranger in a world utterly changed. The time is after the Second 

World War and the Nazi Occupation. His inner self with the 

poison that Loizos has given him to drink, corresponds to his un

recognizable hometown. 
Ezra Pound brought the Odyssey and the Commedia together 

as major frameworks in structuring his Cantos. We are not sur

prised to find this association working in Prevelakis's work as well. 

Dante is among his supreme loves, and he comes at this point to 

lend the title of our Nostos a spiritual meaning. "The Bread of the 

Angels" translates Dante's il pan degli angeli in Paradiso II where 

the metaphor is properly nautical. With the assurance of one who 

has been enabled to reach that high point as to be ready now for 

his heavenly ascent, Dante, as a successful sailor in "waters never 

sailed before," helped by Minerva (wisdom), Apollo (inspiration 

and light), and the Muses (artistry), warns those yet unready against 

following him. He bids them sail back to their own "little shores," 

but encourages the "few" who have "longed for the bread of the 

angels, whereby life is here sustained but wherefrom none cometh 

away sated," to commit their vessel to the deep. As to which of 

the three parties Prevelakis belongs, the story itself is the answer. 

He would have liked to be Dante himself, no doubt. As for "the 

bread of the angels," it takes the whole trilogy to identify. It is, 

one suspects, the essence of creativity. Wonderfully does Prevelakis 

himself state: 
What do I mean by "The Bread of the Angels"? Have I ever 

tasted it? Was I ever worthy to have a crumb of it? 

Those who have read The Sun of Death might remember that 

once or twice I felt a god standing above me: Eros at one time, 

Dionysus at another. I then felt my body turned to stone: 

something hard, impenetrable and imperishable like stone. 

It seemed to me that not even the bullet of the killer could 

permeate me. The god that stood above me was more power

ful than Death. It was that 'calefaction' of my being, that taste 
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of immortality that I called Bread of the Angels. A surpassing 
of the self, a violent illumination. A deliverance from vul
garity... .32 

A primary longing for Yorghakis is to recover himself: 
What do I mean by "realizing, fulfilling my person"? My per
son will be fulfilled at the risk of my life, when I give a testi
mony of the things I have known. This is no doubt my mis
sion. And of the things I have known best, and I have put my 
love into, it is the place where I was born. This is the tree, 
tall and burgeoning with leaves, from which I hanged for 
many years the harvest of my senses and my thought, as the 
warrior hangs his arms. Now, at the noon of my life, I came 
to dedicate to it my very last booty. I wished to stay faithful 
to the end to our common fate. From my Tree there were 
destined to dangle souvenirs from the Kosmos and the Chaos.33 

Soon there were things to symbolize the outcome of his return. 
His paternal home has passed into strange hands. Frowned upon 
by almost everybody, in the dilapidated and dingy hovel where he 
establishes himself, the table that he writes on is made out of a 
borrowed coffin. An episode with a bishop and a holy relic shows 
him that the Church and its faith will not work a helpful miracle 
for him. To his great consternation, he soon learns that old Loizos 
has turned into a farce of himself, a caricature, a man in military 
uniform, a language teacher in the army, a traitor of the high prin
ciples and ambitions he once had, with the shallow and ugly side 
of his antithetical self now prevalent- in short, a living corpse, 
full of sarcasm, full of "practicality," unrecognizable under the 
mask he constantly wears. In a moment of sincerity, he confesses 
that he is leading a posthumous life, and that all he wants is the 
total loneliness of death. 

In turn, Yorghakis, too, realizes that he is completely defeated. 
A Mystical Garden which he visits, full of the names of things and 
of their power, gives him the exaltation of creativity, an instant 
recovery of the self, a mystical experience, a revelation in the arms 
of nature, from which he draws his poetic credo, where creativity 
rises as the only redeemer of the soul, of man, of humanity. 

Loizos dies of cancer- might it be the cancer of knowledge?
keeping the false mask, even for his own self, stuck to his face 
until the very end. On his desk the Odyssey lies open. The trilogy 



36 THE CHARIOTEER 

concludes with an ingenious and moving episode of symbolic sig· 

nificance in contrasting the imperishable reality of art with perish

able factual reality. A lovely doll - which in its perfection might 

be seen as the symbol of a spiritual Ithaca- which Yorghakis buys 

at a shop in the town, is an exact replica of Ariadne, the girl that 

made it and sold it to him. He feels his heart ready to fall in love 

with her, to marry her, raise a family, and so become the physical 

father-creator of children. Then he discovers that Ariadne is not 

only paralytic, but that she is also his half-sister, "a sister of his 

soul." 
No short comment can speak adequately of the beauties in The 

Paths of Creation, its wealth of language, image, symbol, metaphor, 

folklore and description, the liveliness of its characters, the philo

sophic depth in the dialectics of a soul summoning forces from 

within to face the new age, the agony of a creator in search of the 

secrets of creativity, of art as the supreme transcendence of life. 

Love in its variety has had its key role in Prevelakis's world as a 

whole, the love of fellow man, of woman, of self, of nature, of 

country, of freedom, of God. As eros it has its interesting phases 

and variations, from the carnal to the ideal, in Yorghakis's life, 

in contrast with Loizos's cold, intellectual celibacy. Yorghakis's 

erotic experiences might be said to run parallel to his physical and 

mental growth, enriching his understanding and appreciation of 

life. Love, with its nature and involvements, was to be central in 

Prevelakis's two subsequent works (published in this issue: The 

Angel in the Well, a novelette of 1970, and The Hand of the Slain, 

a play of 1971 ). 
The Novice, in The Angel, is a deeply hurt man, with thoughts 

of death in his mind, who struggles, in the monastic discipline he 

has entered, to regain love for his fellow man by forgiving himself 

for once having been a soldier, a killer, and by forgiving his father 

for having been the lover of his son's fiancee. Thus, the Novice can 

regain his life and so find his way to God. He falls in love with 

a baby foal, a filly whose life he saved by taking her out of her 

dead mother's womb, and he brings her to his penitential hermi

tage. The foal takes on for him the significance of an angel of God 

that is to open for him the road to the love of man. The Novice 

thus belongs in that general category we have noted earlier, of 

those individual consciences, like Lazarus and Giuliano, whose way 
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of feeling and thinking conflicts with authority and common cus
toms and beliefs. The Novice's love for the animal, God's creature, 
is deemed a sin by the Abbot, and sheer insanity by the matter
of-fact road builders. There are several Biblical references in the 
simple plot of the novelette. In the end the Novice is driven back 
to his loneliness, estrangement and questioning when the filly dies 
in the net lowered into his hermitage to take that creature away 
from him. In a very perceptive review-article, its translator, Dr. 
Mackridge, has remarked that Prevelakis "universalises his plot by 
constant references to Christianity, its tradition and its rites."34 He 
notes among several other interesting points that the whole action 
takes place "from the morning of Lazarus's day (the day before 
Palm Sunday) to the evening of Good Friday"; that there are many 
parallels to Christ's Passion in both the Novice and the Foal; that 
this Novice is also Lazarus, and that his hermitage is also a "Garden 
of Eden." The story, its end in particular, prompts the reader to 
question Prevelakis's ultimate meaning. Does he share the Novice's 
way of thinking? Does he only present a metaphysical question, the 
question of an individual conscience? (When I first read this novel
ette, I wondered why the Novice did not finally enter the fatal net 
together with the foal, as he for a while thought of doing? Wouldn't 
that have been a love fulfillment and a self-redemption?) 

Love is also the theme of the play The Hand of the Slain: the 
nature and texture of love of man and woman within the frame
work of the traditional Cretan blood revenge. Prevelakis once 
touched upon this subject in The Cretan, wherefrom he drew the 
plot of this play. Introducing this play, he remarks: 

Blood revenge is a command imposed by the social group: 
the race, the clan, the faction. The individual commits the 
murder as if he were acted upon. There is no drama. Drama 
and tragic man appear when the law of the race is judged by 
the individual conscience, when, that is, moral dilemmas 
spring up. The individual then conflicts with the group, the 
isolated person is defeated and destroyed, but tragedy is born 
from the struggle, and with it the "purgation of passions."35 

Are we to wonder then whether Orestes in Sophocles' Electra 
is at all tragic in having no doubts about the correctness of his 
action. But Orestes in the Oresteia is an altogether different mat
ter. The Furies are there and the dialectics in the Eumenides. 
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There are parallels, though not exact. Crete, emerging from an 

heroic age, did naturally resemble the Iliadic world. As a free 

republic, she would have to abolish the law of revenge, and replace 

it by the law of love and order as preached by Father Manassis. 

Ingenious is the way that Prevelakis has worked his mythos, the 

plot, of this play: love is liberated too late to take its turn, after 

the dark and blind revenge. The claims of the dead have priority 

over those of the living. 
Retired, in his sixties now, Prevelakis is as creative as he has 

always been. He writes quickly, yet produces with a finality that 

needs no revision "well cut and well-polished gems," to quote 

Mackridge again. His two most recent major works, with the con

sideration of which we close our survey, are a novel and a long 

epico-lyric poem. 
The Count Down, already finished in 1970, if not earlier, had 

to wait until 1974 for publication, because its action occurs in the 

days of the Junta, and was intended to serve as a comment on a 

conscientious man's position and circumstance in those days. In 

short, a university professor, removed from his post, vows to set 

fire to himself on the completion of a year, and so wake up the 

sleeping consciences by the spirit of his dedication; but to his dis

turbed surprise, his students precede him in sacrificing themselves 

for the right cause. "The irony of life makes him forget the moral 

ideas that had initially inspired him, and he sacrifices himself for 

worldly concerns, embodied in a young woman."36 

One suspects that his New Erotokritos (so far only privately 

circulated in 1973) must have taken years in composition. In this 

long poem "there are no events... . There are only sentiments, 

that is, pure lyricism. The events can be deduced from the senti

ments: adventures, prison, exile, happy end - as in the original 

poem," Prevelakis stated in his interview. Indeed, a better under

standing of this poem would require some familiarity with the 

original Erotokritos, the seventeenth century Cretan epic of Vin

cenzos Kornaros, where in an archetypal love story in a mediaeval 

chivalric setting the heroic Erotokritos (meaning the Sufferer for 

Love) goes through all kinds of difficulties, sufferings and tests, 

finally to regain his beloved Aretousa (her name meaning the 

Virtuous Maid). 
In The New Erotokritos the old one's fifteen-syllable riming 
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couplet is wonderfully reproduced in manner, idiom, musicality, 
lyricism, and epigrammatically suggestive compactness; in fact there 
is much more inherited and still alive as in the popular Cretan 
folk couplets, the mantinades. Indeed, the lyrical and suggestive 
self-sufficiency of Prevelakis's couplets brings them often closer to 
these latter than to the narrative of the old Erotokritos. As for the 
old Erotokritan myth, it serves Prevelakis as a means to express, 
somewhat allegorically, as if in a love relationship, where the lover 
is called Andriomenos (the Brave One) and his sweetheart is called 
Lefteria (Freedom), the progress and ascent of the soul. From a 
primitive Eden-like blessedness, through the state of Darkness 
where Injustice and Slavery reign, and where the hero, as in a 
tournament, must battle against evil, and as a martyr raise the 
banner of Love and Freedom against it, we come to his final vic
tory and reunion with his beloved in a purer substance, enriched 
by his experience of pain, knowledge, the love of justice, and his 
sympathy for man. The external Darkness he fought had its parallel 
in a Darkness within, against which he also had to fight (the lonely, 
isolated individual conscience of modern man) so that he could 
regain his ties with the Divine. 

This highly visionary poem, embodying its spiritual substance 
in brilliant imagery- Prevelakis takes the best possible advantage 
of his language- is in fact another expression of the experience 
that reflects his whole life, and of the theme that has been central 
to his entire work. One can see, behind his poem, The Chronicle, 
the Desolate Crete, The Cretan, and The Paths of Creation. Bound 
as these were to external reality, they could not reach the ethereal 
happy end beyond reality, in the rare substance of the pure spirit. 
This is what The New Erotokritos adds to the cycle. After an 
Inferno and a Purgatorio, there should hopefully come a Paradiso. 
After completing his great tragedies, Shakespeare undertook to 
transcend life's tragicality in the shiny, happy diamond of his 
Tempest. 
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POEMS 

by PANDELIS PREVELAKIS 

translated by Kimon Friar 

PAST GLORY 

Where are you taking me? 
I was Adonis, 
eternal, anointed 
amid rose-laurel and under 
unruined temples. 
Between the columns 
harmony was mirrored 
amid stretched cords 
the spirit had bent. 
Stars could be heard dripping 
and new buds bursting 
on trees in the springtime. 
"AftE~ 31:01!.' ~ftE~ ••• 

THESE CLAY EYES 

These clay eyes 
that once confronted 
the green meadows of everlastingness, 
and held their eyelids high 
tlnt in my soul 
the unwithering dazzle might flow, 
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are burnt by the ash of worldly things, 
smoke, soot, and dust. 
The various stream has fooled them, 
features of the ephemeral, 
appearances, anecdotes, presences. 
The column chiseled out of marble, 
measurement and soul of the landscape, 
is envious of the thick-leaved tree, 
its instability, its seasons, its winds. 
Life and death, 
and earthen links between them, 
nothingness threaded through nothingness, 
and above them the dancing sun. 
Their seductive faces and the unbearable 
joy of meeting and of parting 
have darkened never-setting desire, 
and red and yellow flames have torn 
the verdant bush. 
How will you bear this exile, my soul? 
I am encircled by soundless lightning flashes 

and the whispering of ash that falls 
and spreads itself on ash . . . 
But ah, on the desert's threshing floor 
a childlike hope enheartens me 
to dig a well in my heart 
and seek the undamaged root 
that still aches for and remembers 
verdant Atlantis. 
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OUT OF A DEEP NIGHT MY SPIRIT IS AWAKENING 

Out of a deep night my spirit is awakening, 
heavy as stone, uncooled as ash, 
and seeks for your resurrecting hand, 
Poetry, 0 Poetry, my hope, 
as from the darkness of his tomb 
and his eyes sealed with mud 
Lazarus groped for Christ the Saviour's hand 
who softly murmured: "Arise." 
And as blind Oedipus called 
Antigone with the names of the lost world, 
I invoke you, 
0 sea that I hear but cannot behold, 
Poetry, 0 Poetry, my life. 
Out of a deep night my spirit is awakening, 
but within me I feel the unsleeping song 
burning crimson within me, like a sun 
ensnared in an entanglement of stars. 
And within this peril I prepare the day 
of Resurrection, 0 Poetry, my love, 
like seed thrust in earth 
that sprouts with roots and buds, struggling 
to become a tree in the Apollonian light . . 
0 erect day of Greece, my own, 
blazing and diamond fire, 
through my closed eyelids, I feel you 
burning me like a torch, cooling me 
like a wave, 0 green day. 
How many gods have you brought to birth within mel 
My body trembles like a gate 
struck by valorous spears, 
and resounds harshly like a bell, 
0 archer sun, battler of night! 
Day fights the night, 
day like white milk floods 
the glooms of nonexistence. 
Darkness storms like a sea 
and then like a ship plunges 
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into the unstoppable waves of day 
0 small spark, see how the great 
conflagration swells!* The frontiers fall! 
I am swept by the vertigo of dance. 
The undemolished root within me 
is uncovered, 0 Poetry, my mother, 
the word is unfragmented as a sphere -
the flaming diamond that will open 
its fire like a hundred-petaled rose. 

*From Dante, Paradiso, I, H. 
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THE ANGEL IN THE WELL: a nouvelle 

by PANDELIS PREVELAKIS 

translated by Peter Mackridge 

CHAPTER 1 

MONKS AND HORSES 

Lazarus' Day J Saturday morning 

Saturday was the day when the monastery baker was in his 
glory. He would spend the previous evening kneading the dough 
and arranging the oven so as to have loaves to give out to the men 
who farmed the monastery land, and to the herdsmen and field
guards, who gathered together first thing in the morning from all 
around to collect their weekly ration. The refectory used to be 
bursting at the seams with the huge crowd. Before they set off with 
their full bags on their backs, the workers would sit together 
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round the table and eat bread soaked in wine under the gaze of 

the hosteler. Sometimes the abbot himself used to come and admire 

his brave lads, like a commander setting out on a campaign. 

That Saturday, Lazarus' Day, the men who had swarmed into the 

monastery had several pounds of salted olives, as well as the usual 

bread, to put in their bags so they could get through the Holy 

Week fast. Because of this, their appetites were even stronger than 

usual. They ate and drank without speaking, and the baker watched 

them through his hatch, awaiting his turn. The refectory, with its 

low ceiling and blackened beams, was redolent of hot bread, which 

prevailed over the other smells that farm-hands and herdsmen 

bring along with them. Even the lemon tree that waved its blossom 

by the lattice window had lost its strength. But if you had gone 

and sat beside one of the assembled company, your nostrils would 

have been struck by the smell of leather, garlic or mountain herbs. 

A score of men must have been gathered there. They all wore 

their local costume- shirts, crossed waistcoats, baggy calico breeches 

and high boots- and black kerchieves or skull-caps on their heads. 

Most of them had left their beards untrimmed, and some, as herds

men do, had singed them with burning charcoal to make them 

come to a point under their chins. All of them carried knives in 

their waist-bands, let alone the field-guards, who were armed to 

the teeth with cartridge-belts crossed over their chests and double

barrelled shot-guns between their knees as they sat. Two or three 

monks who had instructions for the monastery farm-hands were 

standing near the door, also waiting their turn. Monks and lay

men alike looked as though they had been hewn from the rock of 

the mountain that rose above them. Their daily toil and the inno

cence of their souls had given them the imperturbability of stone; 

their faces testified to their clear conscience, which is something 

unknown to those who live in the outside world. 

A tall man came to the refectory door, stopped a moment, 

then went and sat with the others. His clothes -crossed waistcoat, 

breeches and high boots - showed he was a layman, despite the 

fact that he wore a skull-cap. He must have been a lay brother

a man who dedicates himself to the monastery without having 

achieved anything more than a simple laying-on of hands- or else 

some novice waiting for his three years' term of trial to pass, 

time to decide for himself about his fate, and for his holy father 
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to judge the constancy of his submission, his chastity and his 
poverty. He bowed his head to the fathers who were waiting at 
the door and bade the company good morning. 

Greetings came from all round the room, "Hello, Luke! Hello, 
teacher!" 

The men obviously loved and honored him. 

In any case he deserved a place in your heart because of his 
youthful beauty: his graceful bearing, his serious face and his 
golden beard. From his general appearance you would have said 
he was about thirty, though from his eyes he seemed middle-aged. 

He sat at one end of the bench, and the hosteler set a cup of 
wine and a loaf of bread before him. A table-companion offered 
him the bread-knife, but he had already pulled out his penknife 
and was slicing the loaf. 

"Hey, that's some knife!" exclaimed a herdsman with simple
minded astonishment. "Doesn't it close once you've opened it?" 

"It's held by a spring. I got it in the army," replied the "teacher" 
reluctantly, running his thumb along the edge of the blade. 

He must have remembered the past. It must have been an 
equivocal past, for his eyes grew bright and then darkened again. 

Many of the monastery hirelings who had finished eating, 
started to queue up at the hatch, and the baker pushed two or 
three loaves at a time to each of them across the sill- jubilation 
written all over his face. At that moment he was not Brother 
Anthimus, but the Holy Monastery of Saint Constantine itself, 
who like a poor mother fed bread to a whole family of servants 
and monks. Beside him, a boy stood by an oil-jar, dishing out the 
salted olives with a wooden spoon. 

"The oven burned your bread again!" said a joker to Anthimus. 
"Have you given food to the pauper to eat and take away in 

his bag?" another man asked him, gesturing with his eyes to a 
beggar who had squeezed himself into the refectory. 

Anthimus pretended not to hear but kept on smiling gently. 
"Hasn't Nicodemus been to collect his bread?" he asked through 

his hatch. 
"I fear Nicodemus has done eating bread," replied Luke. "Any 

time now I'm going off with the holy father, to see if there's any 
cure for him." 
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"How are the horses getting on at the stud-farm?" the baker 

asked. 
"One mare's foaled. Two others are on the way." 

Luke flung his bag on his back and went toward the door. 

Under the lintel, where there was a painting of Christ the Lord, 

he took off his skull-cap, crossed himself and muttered something. 

A few feet above the icon, a swallow that had set about rebuilding 

its nest was clinging to the beam with its claws. 

The monastery courtyard received Luke in silence. Even the 

church seemed dumb, in spite of the open door. The dawn light 

had swallowed up the men who just now seemed to be hewn from 

rock. Above the walled monastery the vault of heaven shone rosy 

at its zenith. The cypresses looked bluish and ethereal to Luke, 

as if they had torn themselves from their roots in their desire to 

rise higher. 
"That's exactly like my own desire!" he thought. "Still, where 

have the two years of my trial got me? They've made me see that 

my only release lies in death!" 

The novice went out of the monastery gate and stood by a low 

wall where a white mare with a swollen belly was tied to an iron 

ring. 

He soon heard the crunching of the abbot's footsteps on the 

gravel. The abbot approached with his cassock hitched up in his 

belt, revealing his high boots. His body looked wiry as he walked. 

Only his grey beard betrayed his fifty years. 

"Come on, novice! Throw your bag on the saddle and let's go! 

I won't ride on the way down," he went on. "Snowy's ready to 

foal." 

"Will she take long to throw the colt?" 

"Some days more. It's eleven full months since she was served." 

The two men took the downhill slope to the monastery spring. 

The mare followed, treading delicately, the reins tied round the 

pommel of the saddle. 

The dampness of the gorge struck them in the face. From 

where they were walking, began a deep fissure in the earth, nar

rowing as it approached the sea. Two walls face-to-face, parted it 

seems by some divine fire, formed a narrow ravine. In some places 

the walls came so close together that the branches of the wild cyp-
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resses tangled, and the bottom was so narrow even a goat could 
not pass between them. 

The sun had lighted the vault of heaven, but had not yet 
shone down into the ravine. The area around the spring still re
tained the coolness of night. Coolness, the sound of horses' hooves, 
the warbling of nightingales, goat-bells- the slightest sound grew 
louder and re-echoed down there. The grey rocks seemed to be 
built in slices, and water oozed between them. Wood-pigeons and 
owls nested in the crannies, the arbutuses stood tall as trees, and 
your nostrils were tickled by a smell of flint struck by iron. 

By the spring, the soft trunk of a plane-tree had been hollowed 
to collect the water. Luke unbridled the mare and let her drink. 
Her mane and her forelock covered her face with their silk as 
she stooped to the water. Her white body silhouetted against the 
myrtles seemed to be cut from marble. 

Such beauty did not leave the novice unaffected. He muttered 
something again, drew his knife from his waist-band and started 
sharpening the blade against the stone trough, as though he were 
preparing to kill himself. 

The abbot stepped up on a stone and mounted, deftly tucking 
the cassock between his legs. He crossed the hump-backed bridge 
that spanned the ravine and took the path that ran along the edge 
of the cliff. Luke followed, his bag over his shoulder, casting his 
shadow under the mare's shoes and studying her like a connoisseur: 
correct walk, despite the weight of her belly, bushy mane and tail, 
smooth coat, no cracks or rings on the hooves. 

"A beautiful mother! She'll bear the most beautiful foal!" he 
mused as he walked. Sometimes, when the way narrowed, he 
stretched out his hand and stroked her hindquarters. Further on, 
taking a short cut, he came out ahead of her and admired her 
intelligent eyes that seemed to reflect the whole world. 

"Beautiful animal!" he said aloud for the abbot to hear. 
"I'll leave her in the stud-farm till she foals." 
''Are we taking her to the stallion again this year?" 
"Let's see how her first foaling goes." 
Two gunshots away from where they were travelling, there 

was an explosion. The wind wafted the smell of gunpowder. 
"They're letting off blasting-charges to build the road," said 

Luke. 
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"Will they take long to reach the monastery?" 

"A couple of months. They're working below the stud-farm 

no·w." 
"Do the horses get scared by the blasts?" 

~'Yes, they do." 

"I'll tell the stable-keeper to keep the mare away from the 

road." 
"How can he keep her away? She'll run with the herd." 

"We'll see if she does or not. She doesn't usually." 

The novice could not take his eyes off Snowy. He both felt 

for her condition and respected the holiness radiated by her preg

nant body. Each step showed her to be conscious of the burden 

she carried in her belly. "Clever animal! She only lacks the power 

of speech!" he said to himself. "But the rider isn't so bad him

self!" he thought, raising his eyes to his holy father. 

Truly, mare and rider made a beautiful picture. The wind 

ruffled Snowy's hair, and her long mane lashed the abbot's cassock, 

so that both of them appeared to be taking flight. The abbot sat 

in the saddle with the lightness of a man who has learned to ride 

as a child. From the horse's hoof up to the rider's skull-cap, the 

movement and the gait were one. The man's slightest surprise 

passed into the animal's walk as though the same blood flowed in 

them both. 

"The holy father's a good rider and a sensible man- but his 

theology is mediocre," reflected the novice, tempering his admira

tion. 

It was true. The abbot was fashioned out of earth. He was 

compassionate, modest and faithful to his oath, but he had no 

yearning for the invisible. 

"I won't let him come to any harm. I'll test him, then I'll 

ordain him," the abbot mused in his turn. "Two and a half years 

as a novice have shown what he is: a tormented soul that may gain 

Paradise." 

"Luke! Have you been to see Nicodemus? Would you say God 

has given him longer to live?" 

"He's grown weary of bread, Father." 

"Do you know who'll go in his place when the Lord calls him 

back?" 
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"I know. I realized as soon as you took me with you. But I'm 
not worthy." 

"Worthy or unworthy, you need a year of peace." 
"Think it over again, Father. What'll become of the stud-farm 

in springtime, when they're all foaling? And me, what'll become 
of me without the horses?" 

"God will have mercy on you." 
''I'm afraid in solitude I may be driven mad by my thoughts. 

Don't I still need enlightenment from my neighbor?" 
"I've seen how far men have got you!" 
Luke gave no answer to his holy father. His thoughts went to 

Nicodemus' hermitage, a terrace in the ravine where a monk grew 
the monastery vegetables. The only way to get down The Well, 
as they called it, was a ladder of vine-branches that hung over the 
edge of the cliff. 

The two men had left the high land. The plain opened before 
them, fresh and green, with the sky high above it; a lone sky-lark, 
quivering in the light, hung in mid-air as if by an invisible 
thread. Under a wild pear-tree, where they stopped to rest, was a 
muddy patch from the water that gushed higher up. From there 
the monastery could be seen, its battlements and bell-towers all 
gilded in the morning sun. Outside its ramparts was a vineyard 
climbing up to a pine-wood. Further away rose the mountain, 
wooded at its foot, bare half-way up and snow-covered at its peak. 

The abbot dismounted and began to smooth his windswept 
beard by running his fingers like two combs from his temples to 
his chin. His feet must have crushed some herbs, for the au was 
scented. 

"In solitude you'll become worthy of the priesthood!" he told 
the novice. 

"I'll become worthy of the priesthood when I pray for the soul 
of my father," he replied. 

"Haven't you forgiven him yet? Have you forgotten love?" 
"How am I to love and forgive, Father? I'm pursued by the 

crimes I've committed." 
"Where did you commit your crimes?" 
"In the war. ·where else?" 
"In the war?" 
"Even if you just chase a man with a gun, it's enough. Let alone 
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what lay in store for me when I got home!" 

"Haven't you even forgiven your fiancee?" 

''I'd have forgiven her if she hadn't sinned with my own father. 

I'm tortured by the wrong she did me." 

"Try and find who's wrong when the Devil puts his oar in!" 

The novice made a great effort to stop himself from saying 

anything. The abbot must have felt his pain, for he said no more. 

Snowy moved her head from side to side to show them they 

were lingering too long in this exposed spot and the sweat was 

chilling on her. She pricked up her ears and turned toward the 

stud-farm. Then she turned her neck to one side and nuzzled up to 

the novice's bag with the bread in it. The abbot scratched her under 

the neck, and she squeezed his hand under her chin. 

"Come on, let's go!" said the abbot as he mounted. 

The mare cautiously pulled her hooves out of the mud and 

eagerly took the path to the stud-farm. The path was covered with 

flowers where it had not been trodden, forming a double band of 

braid through the clover. 
The noise of the road-builders could now be heard from below. 

Some of them must have been working with shovels and picks, and 

others were using hammers to break up stones into grit. Beyond 

them clanked a steam-roller. 

The abbot touched Snowy gently with his heels to steer her to 

the edge of the field, and standing in the stirrups he observed the 

workmen as they toiled down below. Through the foliage he saw 

the red wound where the earth had been dug out, and its smell 

reached his nostrils. Felled trees, mostly olives and carobs, were 

strewn about, their roots upturned. Rocks dislodged by the blasts 

had come away from the hillside. 

The abbot was distressed to see man's heartlessness. 

"Couldn't they have gone more gently?" he said to the novice, 

not knowing himself whether he was right to be upset. 

"The unrighteous stone undermines the righteous mountain!" 

replied the other. 
The abbot turned toward the meadow. Horses were frisking 

about nearby and their hooves made the plain reverberate. 

"Let's go to our horses!" 

As they approached the stud-farm, the first creature they en

countered was a dappled gelding which moved past them with 
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long strides. The animal had a long head and big bones; it had 
some tassels on its hocks that made it look like an evzone. 

"That's carefreeness and good-nature for you!" said the abbot, 
banishing his distress. 

Further on, under the shade of an oak-tree, a decrepit old 
stallion that had lost its former gallantry was eating its barley 
buckshee. The horse was black, with white patches discolored by 
time on its shoulders and chest. The horse-flies stuck to its skinny 
ribs and threadbare hindquarters, and it was unable to flick them 
off with its hairless tail. Its hind legs, which once had supported 
its virility when it used to rear up to mount the mares, had now 
become arched. The old stallion could not stand on its own feet, 
because all four of them were hurting. It tried to rest one after 
the other by continuously kneading the earth. Except for this move
ment, the old horse seemed to be sleeping a dreamless sleep. 

"Hello there, old Blackie!" the novice greeted it and gave it a 
crust from his bag. 

The horse blinked without moving and let out a groan. 
"Ah! You're atoning for your sins!" the abbot teased him. 
He teased him, but immediately thought better of it, since he 

remembered the resentment the novice felt for his father, even 
though he was dead. 

''I'm trying, but they can't be atoned for," said the other, clench
ing his teeth. 

The abbot got off the mare and drew her behind him by the 
reins. His eyes looked to the well where the horses were gathered. 
Their bodies formed a stack, and two or three heads stuck out from 
above their hindquarters, which shone in the sun. The upright and 
crossbeam of the shadoof towered high above them. 

The abbot looked admiringly at the herd, like a man of prop
erty, and his eyes sparkled. 

"In the old days," he began, "our monastery supported a hun
dred monks- three horses to each monk, a white one, a red one 
and a black one. Once, when they were besieging Monovyza's Castle, 
they went round it on the white horses in the morning, the red 
ones at midday and the black ones in the evening. And the men 
at the Castle were fooled into thinking they were surrounded by 
three hundred horsemen." 
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"Father, it doesn't do to be too proud!" said the novice, chaff

ing good-humoredly. 
"What? Are we to renounce our past?" said the abbot ingenu

ously, as if he had just told a true story. 

A stableman detached himself from the herd and approached 

them. He was a shortish fellow, rough and dirty, who must have 

had over fifty years of service behind him. His toes stuck out of 

his shoes, and his breeches were riddled with holes. But he had a 

jovial face and red cheeks, and his moustache and beard were thick 

and black. In his right hand he held a switch of wild olive which 

he used as a whip. 
"Welcome, Father Dionysius!" he greeted the abbot. 

He did not call him "Abbot" or "Holy Father," because he had 

known him since childhood. 
"Good morning, Anagnostis. How's it going?" asked the abbot. 

His voice took on a different tone from the one the novice 

knew. 
"The red mare has foaled, you probably know," replied the 

stableman. "She had a good colt. And Photius' mare is ready to 

foal," he went on, indicating the stables with his chin. 

The abbot threw the stableman Snowy's reins, which were 

moistened by her saliva, and went off to see for himself, followed 

by the novice. 
"Unsaddle the mare and let her graze," he ordered the stable

man as he went. 
A one-year-old filly with a jet-black coat stood in their path. It 

approached the novice, its ears pricked up, its neck stretched out 

and its nostrils distended. It leaned its nose on his arm, sniffed him 

with much snorting, then rubbed its neck against him in a strange 

mixture of subjection and love, together with the pleasure it 

showed by sighs from deep in its throat. 

"How's that for love?" said the abbot, a little taken aback. 

''I've learned their language, that's all." 

"And I thought you didn't know how to love!" 

The pregnant mare was under the awning at the stables. She 

puffed violently, knelt down, got up and knelt down again. Her 

eyes, continuously watching her belly, showed that her pangs had 

started. She soiled herself and urinated two or three times, and 

finally lay down for good and began to push. In this way she 
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managed to break the sac that contained her offspring. Then she 
brought her feet together on her belly and pushed again. The 
foal's forefeet emerged first, with its muzzle on top of them. With 
a supreme effort, the mare heaved it out from within her and 
immediately got up on all fours and cut the navel-string. 

God's creature lay on the straw, damp and steaming. Was it 
alive or still-born? The abbot raised his head from where he was 
squatting to ask the stableman. He was surprised to see three or 
four mares forming a wall behind him; their thoughtful faces 
showed they knew what had happened. The new-born creature's 
lungs suddenly started up. There, it was breathing! Its mother 
stooped down and started licking it thoroughly from head to tail, 
while Anagnostis found time to clean out the wet straw from the 
mare's stall. 

"Take two handfuls of flour and make her a mash," the novice 
told him, and a lump came to his throat. 

"Are you trying to teach me my job?" replied the stableman, 
putting on a wounded tone. 

The novice rubbed his eyes with the backs of his hands. 
The foal propped itself up on its little shanks. It rocked and 

stumbled, but managed to go to its mother and find her teat. It 
had not yet succeeded in unsticking its tail from the position it 
had in the womb. Some long hairs, like an old man's, hung from 
its chin, and its whole body was covered in matting, chestnut
colored like its mother, which grew thicker on its neck where the 
mane would sprout. 

"Well! Is that a foal or a grasshopper?" 
vVhereas previously it had seemed exhausted, it was now seized 

by a sudden desire. It bounded off with its head in the air, quick
ened its pace and struck the earth with its hooves. Its skin was 
trembling over its ribs; its limbs seemed about to give way, and 
at every step it seemed about to fall and break its neck. But it 
finished the first lap without mishap and managed a second one, 
too. Then all at once, it pulled up in its tracks, as if a spring had 
gone inside it. 

"When the time comes for Snowy to foal, send a boy to call 
me," said the abbot to Anagnostis, taking a deep breath. "Let's go 
and see what's happening over there," he said to the novice. 

They had let several horses loose on the pasture-land: mares, 
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fillies, geldings and colts. The abbot's eye searched for the red 

mare that had foaled a few days before. He saw her beating her 

hindquarters with her tail, puffing languidly and not letting her 

foal come to suck. 
"You see that? It shows she's in heat," said the abbot to the 

novice. "You must take her to the stallion. Now's the time they 
. " conceive. 

Further on, in the shade of a carob tree, a filly that had not 

yet been served lifted her muzzle high, quivered her nostrils and 

gave a shrill neigh. She was barely three years old, in the first 

blossom of youth, beautiful as a bride. The sun filtering through 

the tree threw gold sequins across her white coat. 

"She's in heat, too. The spring has got her," said the novice. 

From the threshing-floor where it was tethered far from the 

corral, the stallion could be heard neighing frantically and digging 

the earth with its hoof. It must have heard the call of the females. 

A colt ran lithely past them. 

"That one will make a good saddle-horse," said the abbot, 

watching its small head, long neck and short back. "See what slender 

legs it has, what a lean belly!" 

Another colt, seeing the novice, neighed so loudly that the 

veins in its belly swelled up and its jugular throbbed with the 

wave of blood from its heart. 

"It shows it loves you, too," said the abbot. 

"That horse is different every day. Nobody knows its soul." 

A greyhound, which until then had been hunting partridges on 

the mountain ridge, ran toward the two men and began leaping 

about in front of the novice. He put out his hand without speaking 

to it and let it jump up and down and nibble at him. 

"Is that the puppy I gave you?" asked the abbot. 

"Yes, it is. I call it Cinnamon, like its mother." 

"Take it to keep you company in The Well. You'll need it." 

"I thought I wouldn't take anything into that ditch except the 

Bible." 
"Yes, you're right. That's what being an anchorite means!" 



CHAPTER 2 

A NOVICE 

Lazarus' Day, Saturday afternoon 

You can go from the stud-farm to the hermitage in the time 
it takes to smoke a cigarette. 

The sun was gliding high when the two men went downhill 
to the Vine-Ladder, so called because of the plaited vine-branches 
which let you down into The Well. Here the road-builders were 
closer, but the trees cut out the noise. Water gushed from the 
rocks, moistened the path and poured in rivulets down the ravine, 
and poplars and plane trees grew at the bottom. Along the edge 
of the cliff ran oleanders, myrtles and osiers. Thyme and gorse 
were growing where the water did not reach. There is no bird· 
song at midday, but you could hear the birds fluttering in the 
brambles. Your nostrils were struck by the damp smell of luxuriant 
vegetation. 

The abbot turned his back toward the ravine and took hold 
of the two posts holding the vine-ladder. He placed his foot on 
the first rung and slowly began to climb down. As soon as he 
reached the bottom, he shook the vine-branches to tell the novice 
that he could follow. When he bent down, he saw the holy father, 
who looked tiny down below, dusting his cassock with his hands. 

"Welcome!" the abbot greeted the novice as he touched the 
earth, which was thick with wild flowers. 

Deep silence reigned about them, apart from the murmuring 
of the water. Because of this spring, the first man had come down 
here to be a hermit. The water was considered holy, since it leaped 
from the rock, and a little icon of Saint Anthony, secure in the 
hollow of a dead olive tree, testified to this. Near this spot was a 
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level area that hung like a balcony over the ravine. The gardener 

had divided it into strips; he had already produced broad-beans 

and onions, and had planted tomatoes, peppers and egg-plants, 

which would ripen later. Further over, grew oranges and lemons, 

all in blossom, and a number of almonds and peaches, clothed in 

pink and white. A climbing vine ran along the rock-face, and two 

or three thick branches had twisted up the plane trees whose leaves 

filtered the sun as they blew in the scented breeze. Near by there 

must have been some beehives, for bees were sucking the blossom. 

The air was heavy with their buzzing, and with the heat that rested 

sluggishly in the sheltered corners. 

"This place invites you to live an angelic life," said the abbot. 

"Are there still angels on earth?" replied the other reflectively. 

The novice already knew the spot, but now he saw it through 

new eyes. "Here is a place untouched by the world"s turmoil!" he 

mused. "Here is a garden that war has not ravaged! How good it 

would be if I had a pure heart and could choose this hermitage my

self! Then perhaps I could suffer and meditate, love and be humble, 

until God came down and blessed my bread. Then perhaps I could 

be free of resentment and give a kiss of reconciliation to those who 

have wronged me. My soul would awaken to the holiness of the 

world and I'd stop looking at everything as if I were a wolf. The 

dull gem would find its sheen again, like a pebble washed by the 

rain. Only then- yes, only then! -would my holy father be able 

to say, 'My subordinate is worthy of the priesthood.' " 

The novice's mind was still in the dark, but a glimmer had 

reached into it. Until that moment, as we have said, he had seen 

Death as his only liberator. Each time he had sharpened his knife 

on a stone, his eyes darkened in his frenzy to be killed. (With a soul 

like that, no man can ever become fit for the priesthood, nor is he 

any good as a man.) He had asked to become a stableman, because 

he knew that his place was among the dumb animals which live 

and die without the gift of salvation. He felt around his neck the 

rope that each of them drags from its foot. All he had to do was 

to tie the end to a bough and hang himself. "It's time to face the 

facts now!" he said to himself. He meant that there was no more 

postponement or consolation and no more dealings with the world. 

"Either you die here or you're reborn here!" 
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The novice's thoughts were interrupted by the abbot, who 
moved off towards Nicodemus' stone hut. 

"Ohl" said the novice, surprised. "I was miles away!" 
"Why are we here?" asked the abbot. 
"You're right, Father. Wherever I am, I'm tormented by my 

sorrow." 
The monk's house had dry-stone walls and a slate roof. At the 

entrance a worm-eaten door hung by its top hinge, with a rough 
nail for a handle. The plot of land was surrounded by a hedge, on 
which lay some bundles of dry branches. In the middle of the yard 
stood a beautiful cypress and a wild olive. Some underclothes, 
obviously washed and dried some days before, were hanging out 
on the trees. There was also a brim-full well with a wheel on top. 

"Nicodemus has prepared his funeral attire, so he'll go to God 
clean and white," said the abbot, pointing to the clothes. 

Inside the hut, on a stone bed, the righteous man lay half
naked. I call him righteous because his soul had passed away to 
heaven. His eyes stared at the ceiling, from where he had heard 
the call. His mouth, through which his soul had departed, was 
round as the mouth of a jug. The clay vessel was empty, and all 
you had to do was replace it upside-down on the ground and let 
it become one with the earth again. 

The abbot turned to the east and made the sign of the cross 
three times. He murmured a prayer and crossed himself again. He 
bent down to the dead man, kissed him, and covered his eyes with 
two pebbles which he found outside the hut. Then he looked 
around the room to see what belongings the dead man had left 
behind. His worldly wealth consisted of a pitcher, a clay pot, a 
wooden saltcellar and a copper lamp. In the small trunk by his 
bed he must have kept some clothes. The gardener's implements 
that were strewn about the trodden earth, and a couple of baskets 
that he had just had time to weave, belonged to the monastery. 

"Make a list of his things," said the abbot to the novice, tearing 
a piece of paper out of a notebook that he took from under his 
cassock. "Use my pencil." 

He half-opened the trunk and looked in. 
"He had other belongings besides what you can see. Here is 

his prayer-book and his shoemaker's things. There's tobacco and 
cigarette paper, too. The poor man wasn't sinless[ I'll go back to 
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the monastery now to tell the brothers, and we'll come and bury 

him tomorrow. Whoever dies in The Well is buried in The Well." 

The abbot took hold of the dead man's leg just below the 

knee-joint and tried to bend it. 
"Tomorrow we'll bring a cassock to wrap him in. You must 

only keep vigil over him." 
He meant, "Don't try to dress him. He's gone stiff. We were 

late coming." 
The novice was disturbed. 
"Didn't he take communion?'' 
"He took it on Thursday. But Photius, who confessed him and 

administered communion, gave him five or six days more." 

The two men came out into the open. The abbot went to the 

edge of the yard and stamped on the ground to see where it 

sounded hollow. 
"Here's the late Symeon's grave, Nicodemus' predecessor. You 

must dig here. Put aside what bones you find, and we'll take them 

to the monastery. Long life to you!" 

"Long life to you, Holy Father!" 

"Whoever dies in The Well is buried in The Well." There's a 

real thought! If a caterpillar does not become a butterfly, it will 

be buried in its cocoon. A hunter who had the misfortune to 

topple into the ravine remained there. His mother leaned over 

the side and threw stones at the birds that tore his flesh. "The 

dead don't go up the vine-ladder. Either you die here or you're 

reborn here." 
Such were the novice's thoughts as he dug the grave in which 

to lay the righteous man to rest. The shadows had fallen in The 

Well, though the sun was still high. 
He had to raise his eyes to see what was happening in the sky. 

Clouds scudded past, birds crossed from one side of the ravine to 

the other. They cast their shadow for a little, then passed on. 

Men going along the road could be heard as if they were chatting 

on a balcony. Only things of weight fell into The Well: a hawk 

that missed its prey as it swooped, a bird struck by a shot, or a 

stone thrown by a passer-by. At night he could only see a few stars, 

like a handful of embers. The trap door of the ravine was some 

times covered by clouds, which fell like a lid on a cauldron and 
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did not allow the fumes to escape. Then the air was heavy with 
the sulphurous breath that poured from the stone and the odors 
that came from the trees and vegetables. Far down at the bottom, 
babbled the water; when there was a downpour, the torrent swelled 
and roared. The north wind whistled through the ravine as it 
rushed furiously from one sea to the other. 

"I was fated to draw a hatchway over me to undergo this 
ordeal," the novice said to himself. "Everyone is free to see or not 
to see. But as soon as he says, 'This ditch is my Patmos', he can't 
help but see. Here I must heal my eyes and unplug my ears and 
nostrils. I must awaken what sleeps within me. If I become worthy 
of washing away my sins in the blood of the Savior, then I must 
put on the monk's habit, which I've been wanting to do all through 
my frightful term of trial. Nothing can be revealed to me unless 
I cleanse 'myself down to the last particle of my flesh. I shall not 
achieve any revelation unless my whole being becomes an instru
ment of revelation. Here I must find again the innocence of Adam 
and sing the praises of the Creator by relearning to love His crea
tures! I must feel Creation enfolding me as the sea embraces a 
vein of fresh water!" 

The novice's spade unearthed the holy man's bones, stripped 
of flesh, whitened by time and sweetly smelling- the divine ma
chine in all its beauty! The novice collected them in one of the 
baskets left by Nicodemus and covered them with his handker
chief. He raised his harvest as a grape-picker lifts her grapes, and 
started to go back to the hut. Who sighed down there? It must 
have been the novice himself. Who else? But as he turned to look, 
Creation revealed itself to him in all its tenderness. The wind had 
dropped, and only the treetops shook. The birds chirped in the 
foliage, the water burbled, and the sky had covered The Well with 
a vast rose. "Ah, the hour of Vespers!" murmured the novice with 
a thrill. What priest ever saw the world through such eyes before 
going into his church to sing Vespers? The novice had been over
whelmed by the sanctity of the hour, so that The Well had become 
a place of worship. It was one anyway: a closed horizon all around, 
with a skylight leading up to the throne of the Lord; a sanctuary 
that banished the sin of the world from its walls; a true well, 
whose water reflected the hand that blessed from the vault of 
heaven! 
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Inside, the stone hut was dark. The sunset timidly entered the 

door and shone through the chinks in the wall but did not have 

the power to send its light further in. A solitary splinter of light 

had pierced the ceiling and touched the dead man's forehead. The 

novice went and stood over him. The old man was white and 

transparent as a silk-worm, motionless and everlasting as an insect 

trapped in a drop of amber. By his death he had shown what he 

was while he lived. Should he be called pure or humble? He had 

lived and died walking on tiptoe, so as not to disturb others. He had 

tamed his flesh into unwavering subjection to his duty. As a monk, 

gardener and basket-maker he had dedicated himself to love, which 

in turn had colored him in its fire and bestowed its peace upon 

him. His soul was not scattered over the world, but remained 

single and undivided in solitude, like a stone whitened by the rain 

and rounded by the wind. His last days, too, had been peaceful 

and sinless. Instead of the agony that an unbeliever feels before 

death, the old man lay down to sleep joyfully, for he looked for

ward to the resurrection of the dead. "Love! Love!" poured forth 

from his corpse. That was his fragrance. The novice breathed it 

in until his ribs creaked. The liberated soul filled him to over

flowing. He even felt his flesh becoming less, and his cheeks cling

ing to his jaw-bones. This transfiguration was the righteous man's 

bequest. 
The novice drew up a stool and sat down without taking his 

eyes from the dead man. This old man could have been his father. 

Had God had mercy on the sinner, he wondered? That man's 

works had left hatred behind them. One damned man produces 

more damned men. Who could be worthy of redeeming his father's 

soul? And what must be the highest ransom? The novice's hand 

slid over his knife. His desire for the unapproachable summit set 

his mind on fire. "What if I killed myself now? Isn't it arrogant 

of me to come in the place of this righteous man? What does his 

liberation show me but my own unworthiness? v\Touldn't it be true 

humility to accept my condemnation before him and cut my life's 

thread? All the light that's been granted to me today, and all the 

darkness I carry within me, where are they getting me? Has my 

soul awakened to forgiveness and love? Is my struggle sufficient to 

keep me alive? Why am I here? Have I any hope within me?" 

Death must be a great initiator! But who has ever properly 
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understood this initiation? Does Death charm you into non
existence, or does he spur you into life? Does he throw you into 
lethargy, or does he awaken you? Has he ever revealed to any mortal 
his appointed end? For the time being, the novice was only able to 
increase his anguish. If he had gained anything from his last trial, 
it was a greater ability to perceive the world. The stone that rolled 
down the ravine roared in his ears like a cannon. The scents of 
the blossoms drove him out of his mind. So many wild flowers 
shouted to him, "I am fragrant, smell me!" The skin had fallen 
from his flesh, and the slightest breeze caused him pain. He felt 
prickled by the thorn-bush that had been honed on the wind, even 
though it was not touching him. Voices, scents and fluttering of 
wings surrounded the novice: the rage of the wildcat, the squawk
ing of the birds it hunted through the trees, a bark-

"That must be Cinnamon! Where's she calling me from?" 
The novice banished the thoughts from his mind and got up 

to light the lamp. The night wind filtered through the chinks in 
the stone. The lamp flame trembled and made the man's shadow 
dance about on the wall. The light drew a golden line on the dead 
man's nose and was reflected in the pebbles that covered his eyes. 

Outside the stone hut, the ravine raised its walls high. A piece 
of sky covered them like a gold-studded ceiling. From the trees 
hung rags of darkness. 

The novice shambled over and stood under the vine-ladder. 
"Cinnamon! Go back to the stud-farm! Back! Back!" 

The dog whimpered at the top. 

"Back! Back!" commanded the man who had renounced the 
world. 

He ordered it away, and his heart was broken, for he knew what 
this parting meant. 

He went to the spring, took some water and threw it on his 
face, then drank from his hands. If only he had something to put 
in his mouth! If only he had a rug to lie down on and go to sleep! 
Still, earth and dry stone are good enough, with the murmur of 
water beside you! 

The novice went to sleep and dreamed . . . . 
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The servant of God, by the worldly name of Luke, barefoot 

and dressed in a long white hemp shirt which reaches to his ankles, 

stands in the monastery church, beside the door - not daring to 

step inside. It is Sunday, an hour before dawn. Soon the monks 

arrive. The church is lit up, and the abbot begins the service. When 

the Blessed Sacraments have been placed on the altar, two fathers 

approach the servant of God, take him by the hands and bring 

him before the sanctuary door, where the abbot awaits him. The 

novice falls to his knees and touches the marble with his fore

head. He bows, and bows again, and contritely begs the Almighty 

to forgive him his sins. "Why have you come to prostrate yourself 

here?" the abbot asks him. "Answer me so that God in heaven, 

the Holy Virgin, the twelve Apostles and the angels may hear 

you." "Because I want to be tonsured as a monk!" replies the 

servant of God. "Do you want this for your own salvation, or are 

you atoning for the sins of others?" the abbot asks. The servant of 

God wants to speak, but there is a lump in his throat. "Is it faith 

in God which brings you here? Beware!" the abbot says sternly. 

"Whatever you say here is written in heaven above!" The servant 

of God has lost his tongue. A ball of wool is blocking his throat. 

''I'm unworthy!" he manages to cry in his sleep ... 

His voice awoke him. 

He had dreamed this dream before, sometimes shorter, some

times longer than today. Once or twice, he had succeeded in tak

ing the pair of scissors which lay on top of the Gospels, giving them 

to the abbot and bowing his head for the shearing. But some 

obstacle always got in the way and the tonsuring was not completed. 

He was not given the monk's habit to wear, and he never uttered 

the final avowal. 
In his waking hours he had, however, planned the speech of 

thanks he would give, after his ordination, under the eye of the 

Pantocrator. "Holy Abbot! In fear and trembling I stand before 

the dreadful altar to receive Divine Grace from your hands and 

to put on the habit of a monk. I have heard the call of the all

bountiful Father and by His will and through His mercy I pre

sent myself to serve in His vineyard. I declare grace, I proclaim 

charity, I hide not benefaction." How many times had he mur

mured the declaration of dedication in his day-dreams and had 
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lifted up his spirit with the words of the Psalmist? "Open unto 
me the gates of righteousness: that I may go into them and give 
thanks unto the Lord ... I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills: 
from whence cometh my help. My help cometh even from the Lord: 
who hath made heaven and earth." 

The novice placed his worthlessness under the shelter of heaven, 
just as a spider hangs from the ceiling by its thread. He made his 
mortality melt into the infinity of the Creator. But, each time, he 
sneered at himself, "Dedication without love and forgiveness! Re
lease without faith in God! Where has prudence gone? ·where are 
gentleness and impassivity? Why can't my eyes see the Savior? 
How shall I know Him Who will renew and rebuild my soul?" 

The novice's hand slid again along his penkife. To kill him
self with his own hand! To sacrifice himself to prove at least the 
greatness of his desire! Life without an appointed end is death 
many times over. Let them call him vanquished afterwards! Let 
them scoff at him when he cannot speak! If there is a God in 
heaven, He knows. 

The suicidal frenzy that had disturbed his mind made the 
novice remember the dead man. How strangely he was keeping vigil 
over him, sometimes inside the hut and sometimes in the open! 
He rubbed his feet, which were numb with the night frost, banished 
the sleep from his eyes and went to continue his vigil. 

It must have dawned in the Lord's Temple, even though it 
was still dark down here. Even before the farm-hands went out into 
the fields, the roadmen were setting off their charges. The horses 
in the stud-farm neighed. Cows were lowing nearer by. The re
ports and the voices crossed over the ravine like clouds. The novice 
went to the door and listened. He knew every neigh. Blackie whin
nied one way, the stallion roared another. The mares had weaker 
voices, but he could distinguish their joy and their desire, their fear 
and their anger. The novice's heart quivered with love, and tears 
poured from his eyes. So, did he feel love only for horses? No! 
His heart could stir for the whole of Creation. If you gave him 
time to recover from the wound that men had given him, you 
would see his compassion. 

A little pink cloud stood above the hatchway of The Well. The 
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sun was lighting up the world above, but the ditch still had three 

full hours to wait before it was struck by the sun's fire. 
"Patience! Patience! The day-star won't be long!" murmured 

the novice. 
From where he stood, the garden in the daybreak looked like a 

mother sleeping under the same rug with her many children. The 

gardener who had sown while preserving his flesh from sin was also 

asleep. He had gone to rest for ever, but these flower-beds, vine

arbors, trees, terraces and beehives were all his progeny. Who said 

an ascetic was a fruitless tree? There was the offspring of his chastity! 

There was his bloodless fruition! 
"Is subjection all that's necessary to liberate my soul? Perhaps 

it's a sin to think too much." 
The garden invited the novice to love it, sow it and reap it. 

Like all creatures, it was thirsting for love. You may think it was 

thirsting for water, but it wanted water sanctified by love. 

"So there's my appointed end, until God calls me to his vine

yard! What does it matter whether I'm a schoolteacher, a stable

man or a gardener? When I've completely forgotten who I am, 

then I'll say, 'The worldly Luke is dead; the Christly Lazarus is 

born!'" 

CHAPTER 3 

BIRTH OF AN ANGEL 

Palm Sunday 

The monks of Saint Constantine attended their church on Palm 

Sunday and prayed for their brother who had gone to rest. After 

the service, those who could walk filed along the path to The Well, 

holding palm and myrtle branches and chanting hymns to Jesus, 

who had entered Jerusalem in triumph. 
The novice heard their footfall and their chanting and went 

to receive them at the bottom of the vine-ladder. He saw them come 

down in the fear of the Lord, the abbot first, and then Elijah and 

Isaiah, Matthew and John, Callistus and Isidore - I cannot write 

them all down, even though those renowned names would make 
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you remember the Prophets and the Evangelists, the Great Hier
archs and the Patriarchs. 

The monks did not seem to feel the weight of so much glory. 
Like the country folk they were on both their father's and their 
mother's side, they were more concerned with the prosperity of 
the monastery than the splendor of the Church. Each of them had 
command of an olive grove or a melon-patch, or some piece of 
monastery property, which he got others to farm, giving a report 
to the abbot on his income and expenditure. When their eyes saw 
Nicodemus' garden, they all said with one voice, "What a pity the 
saintly man has gone!" and they hastened to bury him according 
to his saintliness. 

There was no chapel in the ravine, but the icon in the hollow 
of the olive tree was sufficient for the occasion. The holy elements 
are not used in the funeral service, so that an altar is not needed. 
As for the Gospels, you place them on a clean stone, on which you 
have burned a cross with a candle-flame. And then you sing the 
service from memory. The best church is a pure heart! I do not 
remember who said that, but it is a gem. Someone else called 
Creation the Lord's Temple- he must have said that on a spring 
day when the flowers were out, or in the summer when the figs 
and grapes were ripe. 

By the time the monks had walked round the garden, a lay
monk had washed the dead man with wine and swathed him in a 
cassock. Then he laid him on the door, which was placed on two 
stools, and scattered some sprigs of rosemary and plenty of lemon 
leaves over him. The abbot put a small icon on the chest of the dead 
man, crossed himself and bowed to the body. The monks assembled 
together. As each bade farewell to the righteous man, he placed at 
the feet a sprig of blossom, or the palm-branch that he had brought 
from the monastery, and then went and stood near the wall. The 
gathering soon looked like a picture of the Dormition - the Twelve 
Apostles lined up behind the body of the Virgin. 

The air was thick with incense: they were not censing the body, 
but their cassocks brought the fragrance with them. Besides the 
incense, the lemon blossoms scented the air, too; and if you had 
a good nose you could catch the smells from the vegetable-patch. 
You cannot say that fennel and onion are unworthy of burying a 
gardener! The trees that he had brought to life would surely 
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have formed a procession to follow his funeral had they not been 

held down by their roots. The cypresses would have waved, the 

poplars and the planes would have rustled. And if they had borne 

birds on their branches, the funeral would have been a real Noah's 

Ark! 
The Cross led the procession, and the novice came behind with 

the bread of forgiveness and the wine. The fathers followed with 

the body. They stood round the dead olive, placed the coffin down 

on the ground, and sang the funeral service. The priest called the 

monks to bid farewell to their departed brother, until they should 

meet again at the resurrection of the dead. Each kissed him in 

turn; then, after a procession around his garden, they brought him 

to the grave. They turned him to face the East, from whence the 

Lord, at his Second Coming, will call the righteous to eternal life 

with the Archangel's trumpet. The abbot bent down, took a pinch 

of soil in three fingers and threw it on the body. "Dust thou art 

and to dust thou shalt return." The others did the same. The 

lay-monk who had dressed the body shovelled up the earth together 

with the flowering thistles and filled the ditch. The priest poured 

on a lampful of oil and a little wine in the shape of a cross, saying, 

"The earth is the Lord's and the fullness thereof." The monks 

prayed, "God forgive him! May he go to a place of brightness and 

perfect blessedness!" 
At the stone hut, the novice stood holding the pitcher and 

pouring water for those who approached to wash their hands. Be

side him, another novice handed out rusks from a full sack. Those 

who wished, poured wine from a pitcher by themselves and drank 

for the dead man's soul. The abbot stood amid the monks like the 

post in the middle of a threshing-floor. He drew a pistol from un

der his cassock and fired a farewell shot. "May his memory be eter

nal! He was a good man!" he said out loud. \Vhether he was a holy 

man or a saint, Nicodemus was first and foremost a good man, 

straightforward and courageous. God forgive him! 

Shivers ran down the novice's spine when he found himself 

alone in The Well. A righteous man who has dissolved and crumbled 

into the earth is capable of calming a place. A righteous man who 

has just been buried can drive you mad. "How can I endure such 

loneliness?" the novice wondered. "If only I had one of God's 
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creatures to talk to, it would take my mind off things, even though 
it was dumb and couldn't understand my language! If they gave 
me old Blackie to look after in his old age, for instance, I'd be 
fooled into thinking I was not alone. But what stupid talk! Am 
I capable of feeling for a horse when I detest my own father? Any
way, how could old Blackie come down into The Well, unless he 
sprouted wings like the Prophet Elijah's horses? Miracles don't 
happen nowadays. Anyway, they only happen to the sinless, not 
the sinful." 

He had not finished his reflection when a loud bang rang out 
from above the ravine. The roadmen had waited for the monks 
to leave so as to light their fuses. Even though it was a holiday, it 
was a working day for them, and it was better than the rest because 
there were no farm-hands in the fields: you could set light to your 
charges without having to shout, "Look out!" But the report was 
followed by a neigh that was immediately cut short. "Hey, that's 
Snowy!" exclaimed the former stableman. He leaped up and in 
two bounds he was at the hanging ladder. He went up like a wild
cat climbing a tree to pounce on a sparrow. 

On the road above, not a soul was in sight, but you could hear 
a horse overturned in the clover kicking with all fours. "Hey, that's 
Snowy!" the novice repeated as he scrambled over the bank which 
divided the road from the pasture-land. A splinter had caught the 
mare in the right eye and had reached her brain. Death had already 
frozen a huge area around her. "Oh, the poor mare! The poor foal 
inside her!" cried the novice, and, without knowing himself what 
he was doing, he drew out his knife, lifted the animal's tail and 
made a cut between its thighs, from where the foal is born, to 
below the belly. 

The knife had cut the sac, and the foal appeared with its hind 
feet first. The novice grabbed it and pulled it from the mare's 
innards. The warmth that flooded over him dazed him for a mo
ment. But he took courage, tied the navel-string tightly with his 
watch cord and cut it two inches below the navel. The stableman 
knew his job! In a trice he had taken off his coat and ripped out 
the flannel lining, and he began to wipe the new-born creature, 
forgetting for the moment the blood that had smeared his whole 
forearm. "Look! God has sent me a filly!" It had already propped 
itself on its four shanks. It stumbled and its limbs bent, but they 
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did not give way. Its coat was grey, but it showed that it would 

grow white like its mother. There were no spots on its body; it 

was unblemished from its ears to its hooves, and before long it 

would look like a snow-white angel. Its head, neck, back and legs 

showed it was a thoroughbred. 
Still, what was a stableman to do when he found himself with 

an orphaned foal on his hands? The first thing was to master his 

excitement, since his limbs were trembling and his teeth were 

chattering; the second was to get hold of some milk. Not mare's 

milk, but cow's and that diluted. A good thing the cow-house was 

nearby! The novice covered the mare's head with his coat and let 

the foal try out its shanks. He ran to the cow-house and soon re

turned with a full pail, after having washed as best he could. A 

cow-hand followed him, holding a hemp rope. 

"Is the mother dead?" he asked, lifting the coat. "She's dead!" 

he answered himself, after touching the mare's neck. "Is this the 

foal? Bah, that's not got much life in it either!" 

"Hold your tongue!" the novice chided him, "and help me give 

it some milk." 
The two men took hold of it, one by the front legs, the other 

by the back legs, and laid it down on the grass. The novice grasped 

both its forefeet in his hand and gave them to the cow-hand to 

hold. He did the same with the hindfeet. Then he caught the little 

creature's head under his arm, soaked his handkerchief in the pail, 

and let the milk drip into its mouth. 
"If you could only find a baby's bottle, you'd do the job better," 

said the cow-hand. 
"Don't worry, I'll find one if I need it. Now's the difficult time. 

In a couple of days it'll drink by itself." 
"Do you think it'll live?" asked the pessimist. 

"It's not the first one to live without a mother!" the former 

stableman replied confidently. 
"I've heard they weaken the milk with an infusion of linseed 

and sweeten it with sugar or honey." 
"Yes, that's true. But I know a man at the stud-farm who'll ad

vise me better. Now you take the pail and follow me," said the 

novice after looking up at the sky to see where the sun was. 

The day-star was still high. The plain looked uninhabited as 

far as the eye could see, except that you could sense the cows nearby 
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from their frequent lowing. In the other direction you could make 
out the oak-trees at the stud-farm, and the chestnut grove beyond 
it. 

"Give me the rope and hold its legs firmly," the novice told 
the cow-hand. 

He wrapped the foal's forelegs tightly and tied them up with 
the hemp rope, and did the same with the hindlegs. Then he lifted 
it with both hands and threw it astride the back of his neck, just 
as a shepherd carries a lamb that falls ill on the road. 

"Let's go!" 
At first the filly began to wriggle, but it soon got tired. It 

seemed to be soothed by the heat it felt under its belly. Its ear lay 
against the novice's cheek, and its lips touched his neck. From the 
most ancient times, from the time of the first herdsman, man and 
beast have walked together in harmony. Calves, kids and foals have 
seen the world more peacefully from the back of the herdsman 
who bore them. If the filly could have spoken, it might have said, 
"The one who's carrying me on his shoulders is my mother." 

"Saint Constantine help me!" prayed the novice when he reached 
the hanging ladder and took stock of the drop. 

He turned his back to the ravine and with his right hand took 
hold of one of the two posts that the vine-branches were tied to. 
With his left he held the foal's legs together on his chest. The toe 
of his boot groped for the first rung. His body quivered like a bow
string from the effort and the excitement. The filly was startled, 
too, and gave a momentary jerk on its bearer's back, which almost 
toppled him. 

"Thanks be to God!" murmured the novice as he touched the 
ground, feeling the sweat trickling down his back. "Saint Constan
tine be praised!" he said and as he looked up at the sky, he saw the 
cow-hand watching him from above, his eyes almost popping out 
of his head. 

He laid the filly down on the grass and untied its legs. When 
it stood up, it reached his waist. 

"Let me kiss you before you set out!" 
It let itself be kissed on the muzzle and eyelids, and wherever 

else the poor man managed to reach. 
"Bring down the pail!" shouted the novice to the cow-hand, 

raising his head. 
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"Bah, it made me dizzy just to look at you hanging in mid-air. 

Come and get it yourself." 

"It's better if he doesn't set foot down here!" said the novice 

to himself, as though it were a private place. 

He quickly climbed up the vine-ladder, and when he was face

to-face with the cow-hand, he asked him, "Can you bring a pail of 

milk every morning? You can take away the empty one when you 

leave the full one. You can whistle, and I'll hear you." 

"Certainly, I'll bring you milk. But how will you pay for it?" 

"I have a little money. If you don't want the money, I can give 

you vegetables in exchange." 

"That's all right. I brought milk to Nicodemus, too, when he 

got ill. Who'll pay for that, if I may ask?" 

"I will. Is it a lot?" 

"It must be about forty drachmas." 

"Put it down to me. Good evening! May God acknowledge the 

good deed you have done." 
"If you need anything, you know where to find us." 

"That's very kind of you. I've got the stud-farm close by." 

"I should leave them out of it, or they'll come and take your 

foal away." 
"Take my foal away?" said the novice in surprise. "How can 

they take it away? What goes down into The "\Vell stays there." 

"\Vell, they may try to. Wasn't the mare one of the monastery 

herd?" 
"Yes, but what if I hadn't been there to make it give birth?" 

"You're right- Good-bye!" 

The novice went down the vine-ladder giddier than when he 

had carried down the filly. 
"'Who'll take it away from me? Where's the man who can act 

as a wet-nurse for a foal? 'Leave it to me till it grows up, and then 

you can take it.' That's what I'll tell the abbot. 'Before you can 

harness it or ride it, the horse must be at least three years old. Leave 

it to me to rear it, then take it- it's yours.'" 

"And how shall we get it out of The Well when it grows up?" 

he heard the abbot's voice asking him. 

"Oh dear! You're right. But why do we have to get it out? Can't 

one horse in the whole island stay without a bridle?" 

"Are we to feed the horse just so as to keep it idle in The Well?" 
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"Isn't its beauty enough for you? Let's say an angel has fallen 
down here!" 

"I won't listen to any more nonsense!" said the abbot's voice. 
"I'm a practical man. That's the way I rule the monastery." 

"Where are you, darling? Where are you, baby?" said the novice, 
astonished to hear his own voice. 

The filly was beside him, its nose in the pail. The milk had 
covered its nostrils and the creature was blowing and frothing it up 
without swallowing. 

"Now let's try it another way," said the novice. 
He lifted the pail in his hands and filled his mouth with milk. 

His moustache and beard were smeared white up to his ears. He 
crouched down, put his lips to the foal's, and blew the milk out 
into its throat. 

"You see? I'll feed you like this for a couple of days till you 
learn to drink by yourself." 

The filly may not have understood the words, but it liked the 
game. It swallowed the milk and licked the novice's beard, pushing 
at him with its nose as if it were sucking at a teat. Drops of milk 
hung beneath its chin, where, like every foal, it had a few long 
hairs. 

The garden rustled in the dusk. A bee settled on the novice's 
forehead and began to suck his sweat. Bees love salt as much as 
foals love milk, and they say that when Christ was dying on the 
Cross a bee went and sucked the sweat of his Passion. 

"Tomorrow I'll look at the hives. I'm not useless down here!" 
mused the stableman who had become a gardener and a beekeeper 
overnight, not to mention a wet-nurse, too. 

He took a rusk- since he was useless down here!- and began 
gnawing it. He picked the damp crumbs from his lips and stuffed 
them into the foal's mouth. 

"The time has come to open up my heart, which I had kept 
closed in this new Babylon," he said to himself. 

And love really did flood over him, disinterested love, that 
dripped its honey like a wild bee's honeycomb in an inaccessible 
cave. 

"Love! Love!" 

He remembered the fragrance that poured forth from Nico-
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demus' corpse, the intangible bequest that the righteous man had 

left behind him. 

"This elixir will cleanse me of impurity. Now I'm capable of 

forgiving. God has had mercy on me!" murmured the novice, feel

ing a sense of relief in his temples, as though the iron band that 

clasped them had loosened. 

The man who is liberated is also blessed. Whatever stone he 

lifts, he will find God underneath. The novice tried not to listen 

to the nightingales, because if he had let himself be seduced by 

their warble, he would not have gone to sleep. He took off his 

clothes to go to bed and threw them on to the stool by his pillow. 

They smelled of sucking foal and vegetable-patch. The smell 

cleansed him like Jordan's stream, and he went to sleep purified. 

In his sleep he had the dream which till then he had not been able 

to see in full . . . . 

The abbot takes the scissors from the novice's hands. He cuts 

his hair in the shape of a cross and gives them back to him to lay 

on the Gospels. He places the tonsured hair on the altar, beside 

the chalice, and comes back. In the church all the candles are 

lighted. The abbot blesses the neophyte who has renounced worldly 

things and his old self and has even changed his name so as to 

begin his new life. He kisses him on both cheeks, rejoicing with 

him in his birth in Christ, and gives him the monk's habit: the 

cassock, cut in the shape of a cross to commemorate the Savior's 

sacrifice; the analabos, a square black cloth worn on the back next 

to the skin and tied under the arms with two ribbons: the Instru

ments of the Passion - the Cross, the nails and the lance - are 

embroidered on it in red; the black stockings and shoes, which will 

walk in our Lord's footsteps; the kalimafki, which will cover his 

head like a church dome; and the leather belt symbolizing absti

nence and vigilance . . . . 

Dreams are unsubstantial things, but they reveal the soul of 

the dreamer: his most secret desire, his most unavowed sin, or his 

liberation. 
The novice got up serenely from his bed and went and stood 

on the threshold of the hut. He could feel the moisture of the 

stone under the soles of his feet, just as the thirsty root senses 
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running water. At the edge of the yard, near Nicodemus' grave, he 
could make out the silhouette of the foal. Above it there was a 
piece of star-spangled sky. Things no longer seemed strange to him, 
even though they were infinite. The net of silence and the dense 
air embraced him as a mother's warmth her new-born baby. 
From the stone he was treading, up to the heights into which his 
gaze was plunged, he could feel the presence- and the proximity
of God. 

CHAPTER 4 

EDEN AND THE DEVIL 

Monday of Holy Week 

"This is my kingdom; I want no other!" cried the novice as he 
ambled through the garden in the first light of dawn. As soon as 
the foal awoke, he fed it with milk, stroked it and chatted to it, but 
he kept it shut in the yard for the time being. First he had to walk 
round The "\Vell himself to see if there was any danger of the filly 
falling down, and then he would let it out. Two righteous men, 
Symeon and Nicodemus, had created the garden on the pattern 
of Paradise. Water and vegetables were on the ground, trees above 
and birds in the trees: blackbirds and orioles, woodpeckers and 
hoopoes, owls and tomtits, wood-pigeons and sparrows, warblers 
and nightingales. A whole host of birds! One wrapped in a cassock, 
another in fancy-dress; this one hoarse and ungraceful, that one 
with a warbling voice. Above The Well, there were other birds -
rooks and crows in the old oak-trees along the meadow, partridges 
at the foot of the mountain, falcons and hawks in the upper air. 

Until yesterday, the novice only had eyes for horses. His trans
figuration had made him raise his eyes to the trees and birds- with
out falling out of love with horses! Perfect liberation might make 
him capable of understanding the Holy Writ, the only provision 
he had brought to his hermitage. From there he hoped he could 
look higher up, to the invisible. 

"Perhaps it's man's fate to climb the mystery of Creation step 
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Η ΕΔΕΜ ΚΙ Ο ΠΟΝΗΡΟΣ 

(Μεγάλη Δευτέρα) 

«Αύτό 'ναι το βασίλειό μου, κι aλλο δε θέλω!» dνακράζει δ δόκιμος, 

καθrος σεριανάει μες στον κήπο, στο πρώτο γλυκοφ
έγγισμα. Το πουλαράκι 

το πότισε γάλα μόλις ξύπνησαν, το χαϊδολόγησε κα
l του κουδέντιασε, μα 

τό 'χει προσώρας κλεισμένο μες στη μάντρα. Π ρώτ
α θα περπατήσει μονα

χός του το πηγάδι, να δεϊ μην εχει φόδο να τού γκ
ρεμιστεί dπο πουθενά, 

κ' ϋστερα θα το άμολήσει. Τον κijπο τον εχουν dναστήσει δυο δίκαιοι, δ 

Συμεrον κι ό Νικόδημος, στ' άχνάρι τού Παράδεισου
. Χάμω νερα καl κη

πικά, dπο πάνω δέντρα, πιο πάνω τα πουλιά: δ κότσυφας κι δ συκοφάγος, 

ή τσικλιτάρα κι ό τσαλαπετεινός, ή κουκουΜγια κι δ 
τρυποφράχτης, το άγριο

περίστερο κι δ σπουργίτης, ή ποταμίδα καl το άηδόν
ι ..• Λαος πουλιά! Το 

ενα στα ράσα τυλιμένο, το aλλο στ' dποκριάτικα' τούτο βραχνο καl aχαρο, 

έκείνο με γάργαρο λαιμό .•. Ψηλότερα άπ' το Πηγάδι, εχει aλλα πετού

μενα. Κοράκια καt κουρούνες στtς γέρικες βελανιδιές, πάνω στο πλάτωμα, 

πέρδικες στο ριζοδούνι, γεράκια καl ξεφτέρια στον
 αίθέρα .•• 

'Ίσαμε χτές, ό δόκιμος δεν είχε μάτια παρα για τ' 
aλογα. Ή μεταμόρ

φωσή του τον εκαμε ν' άναδλεμματίσει στα δένδρα κα
l στα πε-rεινά-χωρlς 

ν' άπαγαπήσει τ' aλογα! Ό τέλειος λυτρωμος μπορεί
 να τον κάμει aξιο να 

καταλάδει την 'Αγία Γραφή, τη μόνη προμήθεια π
ου εφερε στο άσκηταριό 

του. 'Απο κεί, έλπίζει να ύψώσει τα μάτια του στ' ά
όρατα ..• 

«Μήπως είναι στη μοίρα τού άνθρώπου ν' άνεδαίνει σκαλl-σκαλl το 

μυστήριο τijς Δημιουργίας, πηγαίνοντας άπο τα γήιν
α στα ούράνια; Μήπως 

ή Χτίση είναι ή σκάλα που σε πάει στο Χτίστη τού Παν-ιός; ... Σώπα, 

βασανισμένο μου μυαλό, σώπα ν' άκούσουμε κείνο τ
ο πουλl ποiι χαιρετά -rην 

καινούργια μέρα ... » 
Το κορμί του είναι κομμένο στο άμπανόζι, ή μύτη 

του κεχριμπάρι. Με 

το τραγούδι του κοτάει να συνερίζεται τ' άηδόνι 
καl την ποταμίδα. Αύτος 

πρέπει νά 'ναι ό κότσυφας! Τον φανέρωσε το λά
λημά του. Παρέκει,. ενας 

σπί.νος λέει καl ξαναλέει το χαδά του, χωρtς να 
τον βαριέται_ Μα ενας κοκ

κινολαl.μης τον κάνει να σκάζει άπ' το κακό του, ποi
ι έκείνος εχει τεχνικότερο 

κελάδι. Πιο κάτω, ενας τσαλαπετεινος ύμνεί τον
 Κύριο με μόνη τη φορεσιά 

του: άκροκόκκινες οί φτερούγες κ' ή μακρια ουρά του, &σπρες λουρίδες 

κεντημένες πάνω τους, κορόνα πλουμιστη στο κεφάλ
ι. παραπέρα, μια -rσι

κλιτάρα κρατάει το ίσο στα χαμοκελάδια, χτυπώντας με τη μπιμπί
κα της 

η1ν ξερολιά. Σμάρια σπουργίτες κάνουνε σα μεθυσμ
ένοι. Φτάνουν δλοι μαζl 

τσιρομαχώντας, χώνουνται στlς φυλλουριές, και φρούουττ! μισεύουν μονο

κωτανιάς, για να γυρίσουνε σε λίγο καl ν' άρχίσο
υνε τα tδια ... 

«Καλέ! Πουλολόγος εγινα; Δεν είπα χτες πrος θα κο
ιτάξω τα μελίσσια;» 
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by step, from the earthly to the heavenly. Perhaps Creation is the 
ladder that takes you to the Creator of All Things. Be quiet, tor
mented mind, be quiet so we can listen to that bird greeting the 
new day." 

Its body was carved from ebony and its beak from amber. In its 
song it dared to vie with the nightingale and the warbler. That 
must have been a blackbird; its voice gave it away. Beyond it, a 
finch kept repeating the same old tune without getting tired of it. 
But a robin made the finch burst with rage because it had a more 
skillful song. Below, a hoopoe praised the Lord with its plumage 
alone: its wings and its long tail had red tips and white stripes on 
them, and its head was adorned by a crown. A woodpecker kept 
time with its beak against the dead olive. Swarms of sparrows were 
acting as if they were drunk: they all arrived chirping, buried them
selves in the foliage and whirr! -they all flew off at once, only to 
come back and start the same thing over again. 

"Hey! Have I become a bird-watcher? Didn't I say yesterday I 
would look at the beehives?" 

The bee-skeps were set up on a sunny bank - a dozen domed 
osier baskets. The area round them was strewn with fine gravel 
from the stream so that it would not grow weeds and was sur
rounded by thick barbed wire to keep the toads out. The bees 
must have left home for their morning feed, for their little garden 
was silent. Like every countryman, the novice knew something 
about bees, and as a former schoolmaster he knew even more, but 
before he became a beekeeper he wanted to study his task. "I 
must look at the honeycombs to see if they've got too many drones 
and remove the old and broken ones. Is there any spare honey for 
me to gather? Where can I find a knife to get it out? Have all 
the skeps got queens? Have any of them fallen ill? I need smoke 
to get them open. How did Nicodemus do it? He must have be
come immune after so many stings. Or did he daze them with 
smoking rags? He must have smoked them out with tinder! I saw 
some in his trunk." 

The novice took a few steps, using his spade as a walking-stick. 
The vegetable-patch at his feet made him temporarily forget the 
bees. His kingdom was not just one province! And the king cer
tainly showed condescension! He bent down, picked two broad
beans and started chewing them. A good thing they were there! 



The Angel in The Well 79 

He would have them as seasoning for his bread throughout Holy 

Week, unless he added some olives and green onions. The vegetable

patch was glorious! Here were the unripe vegetables- tomatoes, 

peppers and egg-plants- and there the ripe ones - broad-beans, peas 

and endives. The gardener certainly had some work ahead of him! 

He had to weed, water and gather, hoe the potatoes and sow maize 

and water-melons. The orchardman- for this was the same man, 

too!- had to graft and dig around his trees, coat their scars with 

lime and fight the insects. God had entrusted him with many tasks 

to sanctify his every hour. 

And the basket-maker? A thick clump of styrax, outside the 

fence of the vegetable-patch, reminded the novice that Nicodemus 

wove baskets. Who would teach the novice this craft? - he did not 

want to fall short of his predecessor in anything! The styrax is a 

bush that eventually grows into a proper tree. Its leaves are like 

the quince's, and its bark dribbles a resin that smells like cheap 

incense. Basket-weavers make moulds for cheese-makers and eel-pots 

for fishermen from its branches. Monks string together its seeds 

to make rosaries. A basket-maker, too, then! Next, he would be

come a mason, when he repaired his hut and rebuilt the dry-stone 

walls so that the filly should not fall down the ravine. 

The novice's stroll brought him to the spring. The water 

higher up grew a Judas tree, which shot its roots furiously out of 

poured evenly and plentifully from the spout into the stone trough, 

which let it overflow and collect further down in a cistern. There 

its strength subsided as it listened to the frogs and reflected the 

clouds. Some ivy had sprouted over the spring, and a few feet 

the earth and rose up like a roaring fire, scattering its blossoms on 

the ground. 

As we said, Symeon and Nicodemus had built their garden on 

the divine model. What it lacked was a new Adam. I did not make 

the mistake of saying Adam and Eve, for the novice had made a 

vow of chastity when his fiancee had shamed him. Is there anyone 

on earth who has not been betrayed? - unless he does not know it. 

Because of this, most people will understand the novice's sorrow. 

If you add that his own father collaborated in the treachery, then 

maybe you will even sympathize. Now God had had mercy on him, 

and he could open his eyes which had been kept closed by loath

ing. 'Open his eyes' is just a manner of speaking. If you really open 
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them, your tongue has not time to name all they would see, let 
alone the harvest that is brought in by your ears and nostrils, your 
hands and lips and all your flesh. The man who will chronicle 
their harvest has not yet been born, unless God has combined 
the minds of David and Solomon in one head. 

The novice had unplugged the mouths of his flesh, and he had 
achieved this grace because he had become capable of forgiving 
and loving. He might already have thought himself worthy of the 
priesthood, or else capable of returning to the world, if he were 
not tormented by his own sins. Do not rush to call him a thief or 
a murderer, an adulterer or a perjurer! He had not broken any of 
the Ten Commandments. But in his own judgment he had sinned 
deeply by consenting to take up the gun they had given him and 
go off to the Asia Minor campaign. That is where the trouble had 
started. A blind force had deprived him of his free will and made 
him do wrong in a foreign land. He still had this sin to redeem, 
but by what sacrifice even he did not know. If he ever achieved 
the tonsure- in his waking hours, not in his sleep! - that would 
prove that he had paid his debt or had found a way to forgiveness. 
But the final account could not be paid by repentance, nor by a 
renewal of himself. It had to be settled by a confrontation: one 
man on one side, and the many on the other. The novice could not 
imagine where the contest was to take place, and what the result 
would be. 

Still, something was revealed to him by the way his blood raced 
when he heard footsteps approaching. Someone had had the 
audacity to come down the vine-ladder and pollute The Well with 
his feet. Every stranger was a source of infection to the novice. His 
heart remained closed to the race of men. The violent but tender 
presence of God causes the anchorite to despise mediocrity. Like 
a man who hears celestial music, he has his hand ready to bid you, 
"Do not approach!" He has exorcized the vulgarity and incoherence 
of the world by uninterrupted meditation and vigilance. 

But the stranger had no notion of such matters. His feet trod 
at random, and he asked, "Did the foal live? What are you doing 
with it now?" 

The novice looked at him distrustfully. The overalls he wore 
gave no indication of where he came from; but his shamelessness 
showed on his face. 
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"I've got it to keep me company," he replied. 

"A foal keeping you company?" 

81 

"I didn't put it clearly. I'm taking care of it. That's why I've 

got it." 

"I asked you what you're doing with it." 

"What does one do with an angel? It protects me from evil." 

"They're right to say you're wrong in the head!" 

"And who are you?" 
''I'm the steamroller-driver. I came to have a few words before 

I start work." 
"Do you know how to get back where you came from?" 

"Yes, I do, but first I'm buying the foal. I'll pay you today, 

and I'll take it away on Saturday." 
"Buy the foal? What will you do with it? And how'll you get 

it out of The Well?" 
''I'll slaughter it first. I want it for meat. My wife and I've 

come back from foreign parts. They eat horse-meat there. We're 

staying in the tents up there." 
"Don't you believe in God?" 
"Yes, we want it so as to celebrate Easter. We're fasting in Holy 

Week like everyone else." 
"Get thee behind me, Satan! You see this spade? I'd think 

nothing of breaking your head open with it." 

"And there was me saying you were a saintly man!" 

"Here on our island, you're a man first, and a saint afterwards." 

"Am I going to lose you after you placed me under God's jus

tice, and after you surprised me like the archangel coming to 

Zacharias? How shall I live if that happens? You are the grace I've 

been waiting for. If I should lose you, it would mean I wasn't 

worthy. But you lived without your mother's breast- doesn't that 

show it's God's will for us to walk together? What have you come 

to me for? Martyrdom or resurrection?" 

So the novice murmured to the filly as he fed it milk for the 

second time in the same morning. The creature was surprised at 

every word, stamped its hoof, shivered, pricked up its ears and 

quivered its nostrils. It bent its neck and raised its head. Was it 

seeing things invisible to man? Why did it suddenly shake and 

bound off in a run, leaning its body sideways as though the ground 



82 THE CHARIOTEER 

were slipping away from under its feet? Was it getting up speed 
to fly, or was it trying to get giddy and land in a heap on the ground, 
like a dancer drunk with his own dancing? 

Around it, the foliage had been set afire by the first rays of the 
sun to find The Well. The novice saw the filly all red, as if there 
were two drops of blood hanging from his eyelashes. "How can I 
part with it," he mused; "even for a few hours? I must go to the 
monastery for Mass and meet the abbot. Isn't it in danger of being 
stolen while I'm away? Should I pull up the vine-ladder and hide 
it in the bushes? That's what I'll do! I must go! The abbot's my 
master and my holy father. I have a duty to make known to him 
as quickly as possible all these miracles that have happened to me. 
Rightly or wrongly, my salvation hangs from his hand." 

Thus the novice spoke to himself as he tightened his waist
band to set off. He had a look at the filly, which was still flying 
in leaps and bounds from the spring to the hut; he clambered up 
the vine-ladder and started to haul it up. For a moment, he thought 
that he would cut his hands without achieving anything, and that 
the host of birds was mocking him from the trees. Finally he fell 
over backwards with the vine-branches on top of him, like a bull 
caught in a net. He quickly dragged them into the bushes, then 
maddened with his struggle, started climbing straight up the side 
of the ravine, forgetting there was a path. Here the traveller needed 
a bill-hook to open a passage! The evergreen oaks and the thistles 
tore his hands, the carobs and the wild cypresses blocked his way. 
From time to time, he saw the scattered bones of goats which had 
strayed from the herd and got trapped in the brushwood. 

The novice met nobody on his way. Who roams the mountains 
on the Monday of Holy Week, first thing in the morning? When 
he arrived at the monastery, the monks were already assembled in 
church. He went and hid in a corner and listened carefully. Just 
as a ship with its sails torn seeks guidance from the stars, so he 
sought enlightenment from what he was to hear. But he was too 
late for the hymns "Behold the Bridegroom Cometh" and "Jacob 
Lamented". The cantor had begun the lesson from Exodus. When 
he reached the command that Pharaoh gave Shiphrah and Puah, the 
two midwives of the Jews, the novice thought the order had been 
given for himself. "When you do the office of a midwife to the 
Hebrew women, and see them upon the stools; if it be a son, then 
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ye shall kill him: but if it be a daughter, then she shall live." Had 

he not done the same when he took the foal from Snowy's womb?

even though the sacred text did not entirely apply to his own case! 

The novice took the words he heard as a sign from heaven. 

Later, the lesson from Job brought more grist to his mill. "Doth 

job fear God for naught? Hast thou not made an hedge about him, 

and about his house? Hast thou not blest the work of his hands?" 

"Everyone respects his benefactor," the novice said to himself. "If 

I kiss my hands when they display deftness, isn't it to give thanks 

to Him who has blessed them? Do I ever forget the fountain of 

goodness? And when He sent me to replace His servant who had 

gone to rest, didn't I make a promise not to fall short in anything? 

And am I not tenderly rearing with the milk of love the creature 

He entrusted to me?" 
The lesson from Matthew's Gospel threw a clearer light on his 

speculation. Prophesying the end of the world, Jesus commands, 

"Take heed that no man deceive you. For many shall come in my 

name. And many false prophets shall rise, and shall deceive many. 

And because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall wax 

cold. But he that shall endure unto the end, the same shall be 

saved." The novice heard the conclusion of the prophesy with joy, 

recognizing in it the language of gardeners. "Now learn a parable 

of the fig tree: When his branch is yet tender, and putteth forth 

leaves, ye know that summer is nigh." 

The initiation enabled the novice to murmur, together with 

the abbot who was officiating, the prayer which his own heart 

seemed to have written. "Show Thy face, 0 Lord, to them that 

seek Thy light and wish to shake off from them the impurity of 

sin. Enlighten their spirits; strengthen them in faith; maintain 

them in hope; perfect them in love; make them to be worthy mem

bers of Christ Thy Son." The officiating deacon said aloud, "All 

they that seek for light come hither .... " His summons shook the 

novice because he, too, desired to be worthy of becoming a deacon. 

The abbot and deacon continued to pray, now in a whisper, 

now aloud. The choir chanted the hymn "Now the Powers of 

Heaven," while the abbot read it privately. After a while, the 

abbot took the covered chalice from the credence-table and came 

from the north door of the sanctuary with the deacon. "\t\Tithout 

speaking or raising their eyes, they walked through the congrega-
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tion who had fallen to their knees. The abbot entered the sanctuary 
by the altar door to place the chalice on the altar. His face had 
gone pale, as though he had suddenly remembered his unworthiness 
as a man. He bowed his head and prayed, "0 God whose mysteries 
are ineffable and invisible, hallow the souls of us all, that we may 
be joined with Christ Thy Son, our true God, and may Thy Word, 
0 Lord, come to dwell in us, that we may become the temples of 
Thy Holy Spirit." 

"Our Father .... 
"For Thine is the kingdom ... 
"Let us bow our heads unto the Lord." 
The abbot prayed, lowering his head before the Lord he had 

invoked. He drew off the covering from the holy elements, broke 
the bread and poured the wine into the chalice. He himself par
took of the body and blood of our Lord, and gave communion to 
the deacon. 

The ineffable mystery was completed, and the brothers in 
Christ tasted the longed-for Savior. They were joined with him; 
they were transfigured! The abbot returned to the credence-table 
and said the prayer for putting away the holy elements and then 
pronounced the final blessing. 

The church calmed down all at once like a boat that has drop
ped its sails. 

Still carried away by the mystery, the novice ran to the abbot's 
cell to prepare breakfast, as a subordinate does after Mass. In the 
kitchen, he opened the window, took an earthenware plate from 
the pantry, filled it with olives from the jar and put it on the 
table with the bread, without laying a cloth. He tore down a 
spider's web that had woven itself in front of the larder and he 
looked inside to see if there was any cooked food. But he found 
only a handful of dry broad-beans and a few lumps of sugar. 

The abbot soon appeared. His face was still pale and his eyes 
gazed within himself, since he was still full of his officiation. 

"My respects, Holy Father!" murmured the novice and bowed 
reverently, seeing that the abbot was inflamed by the breath of 
God. 

"Good morning, Luke!" he said, coming back to earth. "You 
managed to come. Is the foal alive?" 
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"It is, Father. I'm feeding it on diluted cow's milk. Its poor 
mother-." 

The abbot cut him short with a movement of his hand. Still 
standing, he sipped a mouthful of wine to wash out his mouth and 
swallowed. 

"Why didn't you set a plate for yourself?" he enquired, point
ing to the table. 

''I'm not hungry. I'll have a snack when I get back," replied the 
novice without sitting down. 

"What? Won't you stay for Compline?" 
''I'm worried about the filly." 
"It's a female, is it?" 
"Yes, it is." 
The abbot frowned and stuffed his mouth with bread so as to 

gain time to weigh up his words. 
"What are you doing with it down there in The Well? Why 

didn't you take it to the stud-farm?" 
"I was afraid it would die. It's a long way." 
"When it gets used to drinking by itself, you must put it with 

the others. I'm giving it to you as a present. You saved it! They'll 
rear it there so you'll be able to use it when it grows up." 

"Holy Father! Do you want my salvation?" 
"If you want it, I want it even more." 
"Well, if you want my salvation, let me keep the foal in The 

Well." 
"Are you crazy? How are you going to get it up when it grows 

big? It's a miracle to me how you got it down there on your 
shoulders in the first place." 

"Let me keep it where it is. Through the love I feel for it, 
I've already seen the miracle." 

"By Saint Constantine, under whose shadow we all live, you're 
crazy! You're waiting for a foal to give you your salvation?" 

"Didn't they say God's will is unfathomable? A dead man has 
taught me forgiveness and love, and a foal has made me capable of 
understanding the Gospels." 

"I'm still learning in my old age! No, I won't let you keep it, 
and that's final!" 

The abbot put in a second mouthful, thus showing he had said 
what he had to say. The pupils of his eyes looked smaller. 
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"Holy Father! I can't do without the foal!" 
"You won't listen to reason! What'll you feed it with? In a few 

days you'll need ten pounds of barley, let alone hay and straw, 
vetch and clover. Who'll give it to you? Or do you think I've in
herited the monastery from my father so I can squander its wealth 
on a useless animal?" 

"You won't have to give me anything. I'll buy it with the sweat 
of my brow. Anyway, do you call such a beautiful horse useless?" 

"By the Holy Communion, you want exorcizing! Do people feed 
horses for their beauty? And anyhow, it'll die if you keep it cooped 
up like that. It needs pasture to feed on and play, and open space 
to run around in when the time comes for you to train it. And 
when it grows up, how will it get served? Are you going to take 
the stallion down the vine-ladder? Or are you going to have the 
mare calling the males with her whinnying, so they all tumble 
into The Well? Do you think I'm going to give my blessing to such 
stupidity?" 

The novice had lost his tongue. When he found it again, he 
murmured, "May I go, Holy Father?" 

"No, you may not!" replied the abbot with a stern look. "First 
you'll swear to do as prudence demands, and then you may go." 

"I can't promise, Holy Father." 
"Aren't you afraid of my anger?" 
"Yes, I am, but my salvation's at stake." 
The novice's limbs trembled. The abbot put on a calmer ex-

1-'".esswn. 
"Go now. That's enough for today. Respect the day we have 

before us." 
"I respect it. Don't lose your affection for me. I told you I 

might be driven mad by my thoughts. Think of me as deranged 
by religion." 

"Novice, that's a sin. I'm no theologian, but people deranged 
by Christ were saints, not madmen." 

"Even the Church called them foolish, and the people thought 
of them as the worst sinners." 

"If their minds were anything like yours, then they deserved it!" 
the abbot replied obstinately, cutting off the conversation when he 
knew he was on weak ground. 

The novice bowed low and turned to the door. Without look-
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ing at him the abbot said, "You won't make a monk. You don't 
know the meaning of obedience." 

The novice was struck dumb again. 
"That's my condemnation, when my Holy Father says it. I was 

misled by my dream!" he managed to murmur. 
"I give you two days to rectify your mistake. Come and tell 

me, 'I've listened to the voice of reason', and we'll celebrate Easter 
together. Good journey!" 

The abbot tried to be gentle when he said, "Good journey," 
but his beard bristled. 

CHAPTER 5 

SECOND APPEARANCE OF THE DEVIL 

Tuesday of Holy Week 

When he awoke at dawn the next day, the novice found that 
1:he bowl of milk he had put outside the door for the baby wildcat 
had been tipped over. It had been upset by the hedgehog whose 
neck was not long enough to allow it to drink. 

"I shall not stop showing the mercifulness of my heart," said 
the novice to himself, "even if they do think I won't make a 
monk." 

The silence that surrounded him made him sweetly giddy. A 
few feet above the ground, the dampness of the torrent hung like 
a thin cloud, waiting for the sun to melt it away. The dimness in 
which everything swam made the novice think he was at the bot
tom of the sea. Only the scent of the fennel and the chirping of 
birds showed you were on dry land. Even the filly acted as though 
it did not recognize the world. It looked at the man motionlessly, 
only moving its little ears. It raised the left and it lowered the 
right. Then it did the opposite: up with the right and down with 
the left. Was it playing? vVas it chatting? Or was it, too, astounded 
to have awakened to a new day? 

The novice thought of teasing it by pretending not to know 
it, but he felt sorry for it because it was an orphan. He went up 
to it and put his arms round its neck. He kissed it over and over 
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again until he dragged it out of its stupor. In his hand he squeezed 
a lump of sugar which he had filched from the abbot's larder. He 
put it between his lips and brought his mouth close to the foal's 
muzzle. It did not move at first, but when it tasted the sweetness 
it began to lick its lips. 

"Now's the time to teach it its name! What should I call it? 
If I call it Angela, it'll remind me of the girl who ruined me. 
Have I really forgiven her enough to be able to give it her name? 
But still, didn't I do just that when I called it an angel from heaven? 
Frustration drove me to say that! No, let me call it Lemon, so 
it'll remind me of blossoms, and its name will fly above it like 
a bee!" 

"Lemon! Lemon!" 
The foal searched for the lips that had held the sugar. 
"There's no more! Just let me gather some honey, and I'll give 

you some bread with it, until you cut enough teeth to be able to 
munch barley. I'll build you a stable, I'll make you a beautiful 
manger, and I'll put clean straw down for you to lie on. When 
you grow up I'll get you a brush and a currycomb to groom you 
with. You won't want for anything!" 

The novice's hand ran from Lemon's forehead to its tail, and 
he seemed to be gathering its warmth. He caressed its shoulders 
and back, felt its hindquarters and thighs, and his palm ran from 
its loins up to its chest and neck. 

"I'll get to know it before I lose it!" murmured the novice, as 
if he were addressing someone whom only he could see. 

"When you grow up, I'll halter-break you and train you on 
the long halter, I'll take you to the blacksmith to be shod, and 
I'll buy you a red saddle-cloth and an expensive harness. If I don't 
bridle you and make you run, how am I to learn your nature? I'll 
braid your mane into pigtails and on each pigtail I'll hang a little 
blue stone. I'll rub you with hay when we come back from a gallop, 
I'll brush your coat and wax your hooves to make them gleam. 
I'll feed you barley and oats, vetch and clover. I'll let you drink 
at all the springs in hill and dale that have quenched my thirst. 
I'll teach you all the walks, I'll give you the courage to jump 
hedges and ditches, and I'll take you myself to the stallion to be 
served when your time comes. I'll talk to you in the language of 
men, and you'll answer me with snorts and sniffles and neighs, 
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waving your ears up and down or stamping on the ground." 
As the novice went on talking, tears ran down his cheeks, and 

he felt them moistening his waistcoat. He knew, of course, that 
all this was make-believe. With one word, the abbot had put an 
end to his dream of becoming a monk, and with another he had 
deprived him of the filly. But the novice could not deny the miracle! 
Did Lazarus return to his tomb when the rabbis sought to kill 
him because he had destroyed the divine order by breaking the 
funeral bands in which he was wrapped? It is the fate of the re
born to shock the living dead, even though Jesus taught that man 
born of the flesh must be reborn of the Spirit if he wants to enter 
the kingdom of God. 

''I've been reborn through love of you!" went on the novice 
to the filly. "I love you the more because nature has put us so far 
apart, so that you're like something intangible and faraway. I want 
to live to worship your beauty! I'm watching you turn from dap
pled and ugly into a snow-white angel. Because, between you and 
lrK, you are ugly! Your coat's like matting and your tail's like a 
Gpvhisk. You've got skinny ribs and unformed legs. Your sparse 
beard makes you look like a doddery old man. But quiet! Love 
sees what you'll turn into. Do you think I don't know the sire that 
begat you and the dam that bore you in her belly? You'll be like 
a blossoming lemon-tree. I didn't call you "Lemon" for nothing. 
When you grow up, your beauty will give repose to the weary and 
purify the sinful. Everyone will say, 'That's no earthly creature; 
it's the moon riding high in the sky by day!'" 

The novice continued talking until suddenly Creation lost its 
tenderness. A man in uniform - short, thickset, with a face as flat 
as a sting-ray- blocked out the light with his bulk as he placed 
himself nose to nose with the dreamer. Had he come on tiptoe so 
as not to be heard, or was the novice day-dreaming? Whatever it 
was, he shook his head and opened his eyes wide, like a sleeping 
man who has a mug of water thrown in his face. 

"Who are you? And what are you after down here?" he asked 
the stranger, puckering his brow, for the idea passed through his 
mind that he was dealing with the Devil again. 

"I've come to make an inventory of the livestock. The Com
mittee's at the stud-farm. \Ve were told there are animals at the 
hermitage." 
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"Animals at the hermitage? You mean wildcats, water-rats and 
lizards? Or bees and birds?" 

"I see a foal here. Is it male or female?" he asked, bending to 
look under the animal's belly. 

"Is it impossible to hide from man, then? Won't you leave any 
sanctuary undesecrated?" 

"What have you to hide then, the foal? We won't take it away 
from you. We'll register it today, and later, if there's a war, the 
Requisition Committee'll know about it. They'll take it then if 
it's of age." 

"I've got it. First the census, then the Slaughter of the Innocents! 
What's the new Herod called?" 

"How old's the foal?" enquired the stranger, pretending not to 
understand. "Are you its owner? What's your name?" 

"The foal's three days old. Can't you see? Its owner is the abbot 
of the monastery." 

"They told us there that the abbot gave it to you." 
"He's going to give it to me if I take it to the stud-farm." 
"And aren't you taking it?" 
"No, I'm not. I'll let it grow up where I've got it." 
"And then how'll you get it out of the ditch? Are you playing 

stupid? A good thing I listened to what you said! The Requisition 
Committee doesn't swallow that sort of thing. We'll come tomorrow 
to take it and put it in the herd with the rest. When it gets to a 
year old and puts a bit of flesh on its rump, we'll brand its number 
on." 

"There's no more compassion!" cried the novice, agony searing 
his mind. "Brand its number! This one isn't made for the herd. 
God has given it another destiny." 

"You may be in the mood for fun, but I'm not. Let's cut out 
the jokes." 

"God knows if I'm joking. This creature's an angel from heaven. 
Can't you see it?" 

"Well, my eyes tell me it's a foal." 
"Haven't you any pity for me?" murmured the novice, seeing 

he was lost. 
"Why should I have pity for you? Have you buried your mother 

and father? Has your wife been stolen and your honor been 
injured?" 
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"Everything you've said has happened to me. I've been deprived 
of what I loved. But that's nothing to what's going to happen to 
me." 

"You don't understand. We're not taking the foal; we're just 
registering it. Is that what you're so worried about?" 

"You talked about war." 
"What harm can come to it in war? The army feeds its horses 

on barley." 
"Let me tell you about that. I saw them die by the score in 

the Salty Desert, and not even the birds of prey would come near 
their carcasses." 

"You're sorry for the foal and not for yourself! Or aren't you 
fit for military service?" 

"I could manage to become a monk and get exemption; I only 
have to bow my head. And then what use is a sword to me? It's 
the filly I'm sorry for!" 

"I always said people become monks because they're afraid of 
fighting. But you're from another world. We don't speak the same 
language." 

"You're right about that. But tell me, how will you get the 
foal out of the ditch?" 

"\Ve've got a net made of rope for the unbroken horses. I'll 
take it by its four corners, chuck the foal in and hoist it up with 
the well-wheel, like a pig in a sack," replied the stranger, looking at 
the well in the yard. 

"God forbid!" cried the novice. 
"What business has God down here?" the man in uniform 

mocked him. 
"If he isn't down here where His Grace is glorified, where else 

should He be? Where men are slaughtered?" 
"In that case, you don't need anything." 
"That's what I say, too. God will give me courage," said the 

novice, touching his waistband. 
"\Vhat have you in mind?" 
"Time will tell." 

In the afternoon, so as to keep his promise to feed the filly 
something sweet, the novice gathered some honey from one of the 
skeps by dazing the bees with smoke. He smeared his mouth and 
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beard with honey, and the foal came and took it with its tongue, 

as it had been taught. The novice never tired of doting on it. But 

he had a lump in his throat, either from happiness or from his fear 

of losing it. When the foal had finished eating, he went to wash 

at the spring, where despite himself he took out his knife and 

sharpened it on the stone trough. 
"A bad sign!" he said to himself. "I've lost my inward peace." 

The matters that had been recalled to his mind by the man in 

the uniform, had brought a bitter taste to his mouth. Let alone 

the fire that seared his innards! 

"To think they're already coming to take it! What shall I do 

then? Shall I just sit and watch them? Should I unscrew the wheel 

and throw it down the well? And then? Who can stop the abbot?" 

Without Lemon, the world seemed graceless and uninhabitable. 

If the filly should go, the sun would burn up the earth's greenery 

and the purling waters would fall silent! 

"I wonder if I'll find consolation if I open the Prayer Book 

and read the service of the day." 
He took the book out of Nicodemus' trunk and went and sat 

under the olive which held the icon in its hollow. He felt a shiver 

run through his body, for he sensed the monk's shadow over him. 

How many times must the righteous man have sat on this same 

stone? Who knows how many of the Devil's traps he, too, had 

fought against! The monastery called him a saint without asking 

what his struggle had been. 

In the Matins for the Tuesday of Holy Week, the novice en

countered trials and tribulations that recalled his own. He also 

read words of God's wisdom which strengthened his heart. He saw 

how Judas sold the Master and handed him over to his crucifiers. 

Later on he rejoiced to find the two commandments- the greatest 

of them all- which Jesus bequeathed to the lineage of Adam. 

"Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart) and with all 

thy soul) and with all thy mind. Thou shalt love thy neighbor as 

thyself." Then he felt relieved to see how Jesus abused the Scribes 

and Pharisees, the mockers of God and the hypocrites of all times. 

But where the sacred text really heartened him was in the Vespers, 

when his eye fell on the passage from Exodus which narrates how 

Pharaoh's daughter discovered the baby- I almost said the foal!

crying in the bulrushes by the river-side, and how she took it and 
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gave it to a wet-nurse, who was none other than the mother who 
had secretly borne it. 

The dimness of the light did not allow him to read on, al
though he knew that after this he would find the parable of the 
Ten Virgins which is read on the Tuesday, just as the story of the 
dried-up fig-tree is read on the Monday, and on the Wednesday 
that of the prostitute anointing our Lord. 

"If I were not a sinner, I should be by my holy Father's side 
all through Holy Week. We should worship the Cross together, 
we should adorn the Dead Christ with flowers, and we should cele
brate the Resurrection as friends. Then I should come back down 
here and tell my trees that Christ is risen." 

Lemon heard his murmuring or saw him putting aside his 
book, and came so close to where he was sitting that each could 
feel the other's breath. Up to that moment the filly had been sad 
because he was neglecting it. It moved around near him, picked at 
the grass with its lips and let it fall again, as if it did not find it 
tasty. The novice put the back of his neck under its chin, as he had 
seen young foals do. Lemon rubbed up against him, nibbled at him 
and sighed. 

"It's dinner-time. Who else has the good fortune to eat supper 
by daylight?" the novice said. 

He made it drink from the pail by itself, cut a dry crust from 
the loaf and ground it with his teeth together with some olives. 
Next he shared a lettuce with Lemon and thanked the Lord for 
the joy they had had. 

''I'm going to bed!" he told the filly when he could no longer 
see it for the darkness. 

He kissed it on both cheeks and went off to the hut. He lit 
the lamp to see if he had anything to tidy up before he made the 
sign of the cross on his pillow and lay down to sleep. He caught 
sight of the bowl in which he had put some wheat to soak. The 
grains were swollen and some of them had put out tiny green 
shoots. "If only I had a pinch of sugar, I'd sprinkle it on the wheat 
before I let it eat. Oh! What have I said? I must take back my 
words! I hope I'm not preparing funeral cakes!" 

The foreboding darkened his mind. Without realizing, he bent 
over to the trunk, pulled out the dead man's tobacco-pouch and 
emptied it into his hand. Black tobacco, cut on a plank with a 
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penknife. A batch of cigarette papers. Flint, tinder and steel. He 

spread out the tobacco along a paper, rolled the cigarette and licked 

it to make it stick, biting off the spare paper. He struck the flint 

and lit the tinder. Ah! The bitterness and giddiness of the first 

draw! "Where are you, Lemon? Come inside and see a condemned 

man smoking his last cigarette!" 

It was no sooner said than done. He brought Lemon inside, 

drew it over to stand opposite him, and smoked his cigarette, gazing 

into its eyes, until his fingers got burned. vVho knows if Nicodemus 

ever enjoyed a cigarette to the full like this? 

The hut could not have been poorer: trodden earth instead of 

tiles, walls that let in the wind, and a ramshackle roof. The bed? 

A stone platform with a sack of straw as a mattress. A pillow? 

Another sack stuffed full with rushes. But there, before the novice 

stood an angel! The hut was too small for his height. If he flapped 

his wings, he would have knocked the walls down. But what angel 

shows his strength when he is out for your good? On the contrary, 

he pretends to be weak, even when he wrestles with you, as he did 

with Jacob. 
"Even a crab's a great lord in its own hole!" the novice said to 

himself, stamping out his cigarette with his foot. Through the open 

door, the moon sent in a silver rivulet, which reached the foal's 

hooves. A scorpion was stuck to the water-jar, like an initial Y on 

the page of a sacred manuscript. On the straw stool lay the shoe

maker's things bequeathed by Nicodemus: awl, cord, wax and 

knife- humble tools, but no less necessary than the spade and 

the mattock that stood upright in the corner. And not only neces

sary, but full of mystery, when you do not look at them dry-eyed! 

"All my belongings fit into a pack. They'll not tire me, wherever 

I may go. Whether I be a rover or a farm-hand, the whole world 

is mine. While Lemon will be galloping along the roads of the 

island with another rider on its back. Unless my days are ended, 

now that I've seen the Angel." 



CHAPTER 6 

THE FINAL WISDOM OF THE UNBELIEVER 

Wednesday of Holy Week 

"Whichever way I leave, I must tidy myself up first!" the novice 
said to himself as he dangled his legs out of bed, still bothered by 
the dream he had had: his ordination had been unsuccessful again, 
but this time it was because of the uproar made by the congrega
tion when the abbot pronounced him worthy. 

He blew out the lamp, which had been burning since the 
evening before, and whose light was being swallowed up by the 
new day. Then he went off barefoot to the spring, clad only in his 
underpants, and set about soaping himself down from head to 
foot. The filly had stayed in the hut, as though it had not had 
enough sleep. All around, creation seemed to be suffocating, as 
so often happens in Holy Week. The lowering sky made the birds 
flutter about in fear, and the trees shuddered with all their leaves. 

"So now there's a greater loneliness than I've known!" mused 
the novice, seeing himself naked as a worm against the threatening 
sky. "Such was the hour when Jesus whispered, (Now is my soul 
troubled; and what shall I say? Father, save me from this hour.' 
But at the same time the Sanhedrin had met, and Judas had wed 
the noose, as the hymn of prophecy puts it." 

When he had finished washing, the novice ran to the hut to 
get dressed. Before the threshold, he rinsed his feet with water from 
the pitcher, and went in dripping. The filly was waiting for him 
where he had left it, as though it did not know how to find the 
door. The novice had to push it by the hindquarters with both 
hands to make it leave him alone with his nakedness. He put on 
a clean shirt, his breeches and his knitted waist-band; to wrap the 
waist-band round his waist he first had to tie one end to something 
then spin round on the spot like a cork-screw. He plaited his hair, 
combed his beard, and twisted his moustache with both hands. If 
you had seen him, you would have said, "This young man's pre
paring for a wedding procession or a campaign." 

Only he knew what was happening inside him. His heart throb
bed like the breast of a bird about to take flight. How was his 
journey to be? Was it to be along foreign roads? Was he leaving 
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for ever? Or was it the filly that was going to suffer? Every time 
he turned to look at it, he felt both terror and jubilation: terror 
lest they should come and take it away, and jubilation that by his 
sacrifice he was going to show the greatness of his love. The inno
cent creature knew nothing of this. It drank its milk from the pail 
and was not disturbed when voices were heard from the edge of 
the cliff. 

"The evil Council is deliberating; the unrighteous hour has 
come," thought the novice. He went to the bottom of the vine
ladder, and had no difficulty in recognizing who was talking. One 
of them was the man in uniform, and the other was the steamroller
driver. "So it wasn't just one Devil that was tempting me. It's men 
that want me ruined. "\Vell, something's possible with men, as long 
as they have God within them." 

He climbed the vine-ladder and stood to face them, freshly 
washed and bursting with energy. At a glance, he saw they were 
planning to set up the well-wheel at the top, so as to pull up the 
foal with the net. 

"Have you got permission to be on the saint's property?" he 
asked without greeting them. 

"Yes, we have," replied the man in uniform. "Here it is!" 
"Why didn't you show it earlier?" enquired the novice, dis

heartened at reading the document. 
"Those were the instructions of the abbot himself, only to 

show it when necessary." 
The document gave the Requisition Committee the right to 

unscrew the wheel from the well and set it up at the top of the 
vine-ladder. There was no mention of the foal. 

"And this one here, what's he after?" the novice asked, indicat
ing the steamroller-driver with his eyes. 

''I'm the engineer," intervened the latter. 
"He's come to plan the job. Tomorrow we're bringing the 

necesary timber. We'll be finished the next day," went on the other. 
"You've certainly chosen the right day. The day after tomorrow 

they're nailing up the Cross. No true Christian even takes a nail 
in his hands." 

"The job can't wait. The Committee's got to move on." 
The overcast sky flashed above them, then let out a long thun

derclap that shook the mountains. In the ravine you could only 
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see the tops of the poplars, which retained a slanting light. 
"We're in for rain," said the driver. 
"What do you mean, rain? We're going to have a deluge!" 

replied the man in uniform. 
"What are we waiting for, then? I've measured what I had to 

measure." 
The sky did not stop flashing when they left. The ravine was 

filled to the brim with mist, piles of cloud heaped on top. When 
the novice had climbed down the vine-ladder, he really seemed to 
have plunged down into a deep well. 

In the haze, the filly looked even more like a creature from 
another world. It ran and hopped about aimlessly, twirling its legs 
around as if they had no bones. Was it dancing? Was it flying? Or 
had Beauty (or some other deity) become incarnate, descended to 
earth and appeared in the foal's person? Around it, light alternated 
with shadow, like at the bottom of the sea when there are waves on 
the surface. 

At that moment, the novice had a sudden revelation: Creation, 
creatures and Creator are all of the same substance. There is one 
sculpture, the clay is the same, and the moulds are numberless. 
Involuntarily, he turned over in his mind what he had read in the 
Prayer Book the evening before, as he said to himself, "If the foal 
could speak, it would say, 'And I, if I be lifted up from the earth, 
will draw all men unto me.'" (According to Saint John the Evan
gelist, Jesus said this to show he was to die lifted up on the Cross.) 
"Is it a sin, 0 Christ," the novice went on, "to compare one of 
your creatures with your godhead? Perhaps it is written that your 
sacrifice be repeated every so often by one of your creatures. And 
who is worthier of imitating your Passion than an animal that is as 
innocent as the Lamb? Perhaps the imitation of your Holy Passion 
belongs to a foal, since today in all of Sodom there's not one 
righteous man." 

What had till now seemed obscure to the novice, seemed to take 
on a meaning. If anyone leaves the flock, the flock will try to get 
him to return. Otherwise, they will call him an outsider and they 
will want to punish his rebellion. But he already has the eye of 
God upon him. For God only knows the lone man, the one who 
has awakened from the common lethargy to search for the living 
Word. One who walks in Christ's footsteps to relive His torment 
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and His glory is thought of as an outsider. He reads the sacred texts 

to find, not rest, but the voice of the greatest rebellion. God gave 

him the Bible to swallow, just as he made the Prophet Ezekiel eat 

the parchment roll in which were written "lamentations) and mourn

ing) and woe." 
The sky continued to flash and roar like a forest that catches 

fire, together with all its lions. The ravine smelled of iron and 

sulphur. His chest felt like bursting, and the gloom did not allow 

him to see beyond his nose. 
The novice had put his arm round Lemon's neck and stroked 

it on its throbbing jugular vein. 
"The sky's angry, my baby, but not with us. It's others who are 

hewing the wood for the Cross. 'If I want, I can burn down all the 

trees on earth, both the wild and the fruitful ones.' That's what 

God is saying- though the Cross is being nailed up at His own 

wish, because He decided to show His power through the Resur

rection." 
"Who's talking about God down there?" Something similar 

was meant by the lightning that angrily thrashed the pile of clouds 

and hit the brave tree which had had the audacity to rise higher 

than the others. The shot that felled it was unable to cover the 

roar it made as it crashed down, taking all its branches with it. Fire 

soon arose and reddened the stacks of cloud from the spot where 

the anger of heaven had struck. 
"It's the end, we'll be burned to death!" cried the novice. "I 

~.x:pected a different end, but now I see that nobody knows how 

his death will be. If only I were by myself, I'd climb up the vine

ladder before the fire encircled me. But now what's going to 

happen? No, I shan't leave you defenseless, my baby!" 

A second thunderbolt, louder than the first, dismembered an

other giant and punished this one's overweening pride, too, and lit 

a new fire with its limbs. 
"Now I know how my death will be!" murmured the novice, 

feeling strangely relieved. "We'll be judged together, my little one, 

like the men in the fiery furnace. But our end will be beautiful, 

because we'll be together! Tomorrow, someone will stumble on our 

bones in the ashes, and he'll find us in each other's arms." 

The two thunderbolts had ripped the clouds apart for good. 

They burst like a full leather bottle cut with a knife. They wanted 
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w pour down all the water they had been pregnant with, all· in 
une go. It hurtled down in sheets, so that it looked as if the bottom 
nad fallen out of the sky's cistern. 

"Now we won't die by fire. We'll die by drowning, trapped 
beneath the flood. So nobody knows how his death will be!" 

The novice managed to get into the stone hut with the foal 
and shut the door behind him. He lit the lamp and threw wood 
on the hearth, so that at least they would be dry when they went 
to the Underworld. The roof did not hold the water, but let it 
trickle down in ribbons here and there. Every so often the lightning 
flashed through the chinks in the walls, and you could hear the 
chariot with its fiery horses roaring over the roof. 

"Prophet Elijah, great is your grace! Take your anger somewhere 
else, have pity on the innocent creature! Can't you see it? The poor 
thing's only four days old- its heart will break, it won't stand the 
shock." 

The Prophet must have hearkened to the prayer. After putting 
out the fire in the ravine, he moved the deluge on and brightened 
up the sky. 

"God be praised! You have shown your mercy again. A good 
thing I'm poor and chaste, so I could seek your justice! But see 
that you don't get angry again! You've still got an earthquake left, 
after you've tried fire and water. With a nod of your head you can 
plunge us down, so that tomorrow they'll find us swallowed up 
by the earth or wedged between the walls of the ravine. Have pity 
on us, 0 God, and give each of us the death he deserves! Do it 
out of mercy, not justice!" 

The novice dared to beg the Almighty by no other right than 
his poverty and chastity. But he was not so foolish as to believe 
that the Lord had ears for his chatter. Death, he knew, was given 
him with his mortality. His body was a coffin in which a man was 
buried alive, dreaming of trees and water, birds and beasts, the 
sky and the stars, God and his saints, until the coffin should shatter 
like a storm-tossed ship- its planks like bones lying on the ground, 
shin bones through which the wind whistles, disjointed vertebrae 
whose original formation it is impossible to guess. Everyone wants 
a separate death out of pure vanity. But there is only one death, 
whether it be caused by flood or fire or earthquake or tempest. 

Once the rain had abated, the novice went out of the stone hut 
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with the foal. The rainbow must have stood astride the ravine; 

its arch was hanging above. The waterfalls cascaded down the 

slopes, and the torrent roared at the bottom. The leaves that the 

water had extinguished gave off a thick scent, like the censer in 

which they burn dried flowers and blossoms together with incense. 

The novice drank in the world, regaining his courage like Noah 

when he watched the flood-waters subsiding. He turned to the filly. 

"Are you hungry? We forgot to eat!" 

The light indicated that it was afternoon, and the shadows fell 

gilded on the earth, like drops of wax. The sun had passed its 

zenith without being visible while the squall had been sweeping 

the clouds along. The birds did not know where to peck at the 

ground first, as it had been dug up by the downpour. The wild

cat was crouching in the trees, preparing to pounce on the small 

birds. A hawk held itself motionless in the sky with rapid beats of 

its wings, ready to swoop on a water-rat. All creatures wanted to 

eat after the fright they had had. 

"Aren't you hungry? Come and eat!" said the novice to Lemon. 

The filly did not appear to have an appetite. "Hey! Are you 

going to die on me?" 

The novice was alarmed to see that all human affairs, both 

favorable and unfavorable, hang by a fine thread. A wasp-sting can 

kill your bride while she is still in white, or save you from being 

put to the stake. The novice was ready for everything, except to 

be deprived of the creature he loved. After judging himself un

worthy of the tonsure, he had no other means of rising above his 

height than his love for an animal. If the filly died, where would 

he find another stepping-stone to stand on so as to see above his 

head? 
Again he placed his finger on the foal's jugular vein and tried 

to count the heart-beats through his touch. Its pulse was weak, prac

tically inaudible. The novice felt his own blood freeze. A dying 

angel on your hands is not something that leaves you unmoved! 

"0 God!" he cried in horror. "Save it for me! 

His eyes searched for the Lord's throne in the freshly-washed 

sky: all the mothers who have watched over their dying children 

will understand. His hand felt the foal's back, trying to transmit 

his own healthiness to it. "The cataracts of heaven have fallen on 

this spine. No wonder it's bent!" 
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The foal was suffering more from fear and hunger than any
thing else. When its wet-nurse managed to drip some milk into 
its mouth, its little heart began to beat more strongly. 

"That's why God won't die!" the novice exclaimed, leaping 
about like a goat. 

The novice continued his celebration of the foal's resurrection 
from the dead by eating a hearty meal of olives, fresh onions and 
broad-beans. As he was saying, "Thanks be to Saint Constantine, 
whose grace has satisfied me," the crunching of gravel from the 
direction of the vine-ladder showed that someone had climbed 
down and was approaching. 

"Welcome, Stylianos!" the novice greeted the newcomer, re
lieved that it was the abbot's second subordinate and no other. 

"Hello, Luke!" said the boy affectionately. "We saw the fire 
from the monastery, and they sent me to find out what happened. 
Did the thunderbolts fall here?" 

"Over there, they struck two plane-trees." 
"And who put the fire out?" 
"God did." 
"The abbot sends you this bread." 
"I've just thanked the saint for giving it to us." 
" ... and he expects you tomorrow at the Washing of Feet," 

added the subordinate. 
"Me at the Washing of Feet? But the abbot rejected me yester

day when he told me I won't make a monk. Does he want me at 
the monastery so I won't be here when they take the foal?" 

"Don't wrong our holy Father! He wants you at the monastery 
because he's sorry for you." 

"Maybe! As far as his understanding reaches you can't find 
fault with him." 

"I tell you he's sorry for you. We all are. Every so often he asks 
how you're getting on with the foal. By the way, did it live or is 
it dead?" 

"Can't you see it?" 
Lemon had recovered from its fright and was now bending 

down to lap up the coolness of the grass. Its coat was shiny, its eyes 
clear, and its tail stood up like a plume. 

"Oh," said the boy, "that looks like a two-month-old foal. How 
old is it?" 



102 

"It was born on Sunday. Work it out." 

"No! Is that foal four days old?" 

THE CHARIOTEER 

The subordinate tried to take hold of it, but it slipped out of 

his hands, leaping about in its usual way, half-dancing and half

flying. 
"Well!" the boy wondered at it again; "all it needs is wings." 

"You're quite right! You realized it because you're a child. 

Only children can see angels." 
"Shall we call the foal Angel, then?" 

"Angell Angel! Just wait till its coat turns white, then you'll 

see." 
"Is it true the Requisition Committee's going to take it away?" 

"They take them when they get to three years old. But we'll 

see when the time comes." 

"\Nell then, why are they taking it out of The Well?" 

"We'll see about that, too." 
"What? Are you aiming to stop them?" 

"God will enlighten me." 
"See you don't do anything silly. The abbot'll go crazy. He gave 

the order to lift it out." 
"I know. I saw the paper." 
"Well? Where's your obedience? Are you a monk or aren't 

you?" 
"That I don't know. But one of these days I'm going to find 

out." 
"You're laughing at me," complained the boy. 

"No, by my faith. I'm being judged during these days." 

"Well, I'm going. Goodnight." 
"Good journey!" 
When the novice was left alone, he raised the pitcher in both 

hands and drank the water till his eyes met the sky. 

Above the hatchway of the ravine, the clouds were red and 

fringed with gold by the setting sun. Their reflection fell on the 

damp leaves and the washed stones, and everything looked gilded. 

It was one of those moments when Crete resembles Eden. 

"Ah! Ahl" sighed the novice. ''I'd like to have a thousand years 

of life so I could take my fill of this world!" 

As he spoke, tears gushed from his eyes. The novice acted like 

a baby when they take away the breast it is sucking. God had smiled 
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on him for a moment when He gave him the filly. Through the 
love that had seized him he had seen the way to his salvation. The 
world he had turned away from, in disgust, had its charm 
again and the pores of his flesh opened wide to drink it in. His 
heart had grown large enough to forgive and love. God had again 
become the all-bountiful Father to whom you can pray and seek 
hope in His justice. And into this blessedness- who would have 
thought it?- came the Devil, first in the driver's overalls, then 
in the soldier's uniform, and tried to deprive him of the instrument 
of his salvation. Is man a plaything, then? ·where are his salvation 
and destruction decided? How can a man who has been cheated 
and rendered hopeless show his free will, except by causing his 
own death? A knife is more faithful than any hope, and more 
powerful than any consolation. 

"That is my final wisdom!" murmured the novice, grasping his 
knife. 

He himself did not know what he was preparing to do. All he 
knew was that he clasped the knife in his hand as a shipwrecked 
mariner clings to the tiller of the life-boat when his ship has started 
sinking. 

CHAPTER 7 

THE WASHING OF FEET 

Maundy Thursday 

The novice did not feel his heart was pure enough for him to 
be present with the monks at Vespers on Maundy Thursday, where 
sacred and frightful things are told by the Evangelists; so he de
cided instead to read the service from the Prayer Book and chant 
the Lauds as well as he knew, waiting till nightfall to go to the 
monastery for the Washing of Feet. 

He chose a boulder to use as a reading-desk and rolled it up 
to the olive tree which held the icon in its hollow. Where he bent 
down, the earth had been stripped by the downpour and showed 
its tender flesh. Its sinews stood out individually, and stones as 
fine as rice ran along its rosy veins. He faced the east and began to 
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read aloud. It was not the hour of dusk, but in The Well, as we 

have said, the light dimmed as soon as the sun turned down from 

its zenith. Up till then the monastery property had been full of 

the row made by the men setting up the well-wheel by the vine

ladder. The novice had not attempted to stop them but simply 

took Lemon with him and went further away. The filly had been 

upset by the noise; but when the place became quiet and the 

novice began reading, Lemon, too, became calm. 

The Holy Writ- first the lesson from Exodus, then from Job 

-presented to the novice the savage God of thunder and lightning 

who had manifested Himself the previous day. In one instance, 

Mount Sinai "was altogether of a smoke, because the Lord descended 

upon it in fire," and in the other the Lord spoke to Job "out of 

the whirlwind". Afterwards, the passage from the Prophecy of 

Isaiah showed him man as a base servant who is whipped and shamed 

and hopes for the help of his all-powerful master. "I gave my 

back to the smiters, and my cheeks to them that plucked off the 

hair: I hid not my face from shame and spitting. For the Lord God 

will help me." But the First Epistle of Paul to the Corinthians 

finally consoled the novice. The Creator of the World came down 

to earth to be crucified, to redeem the sins of the lineage of Adam. 

He presented His humiliation and His suffering to the miserable 

servant who had received the whippings and offered him His blood 

as a new covenant, not between Master and servant this time, but 

between Father and child. 

The novice passed from storm to calm as his spirit was uplifted 

by his reading. But his peace was not to last. Matthew, John and 

Luke denounced betrayal, lawlessness and murder. The Master 

prophesied his passion, called the Twelve Disciples to their last 

supper and before they sat down at the table, washed their feet so 

as to teach them to be humble and to help each other. He foretold 

Judas' betrayal and, without interrupting supper, took the bread 

and blessed it and handed it round to the Disciples. "Take, eat; 

this is my body." After that, He raised the cup and said, "Drink ye 

all of it; For this is my blood of the new testament, which is shed 

for many for the remission of sins." 

After supper, Jesus and the Disciples set out for the Mount of 

Olives, but most of them stayed behind at the village of Gethse

mane. Jesus took Peter and the two sons of Zebedee with him and 
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went further up the mountain to pray. "0 my Father, if it be 
possible1 let this cup pass from me: nevertheless not as I will but 
as Thou wilt." Huge drops of sweat poured down like blood from 
his forehead. When he got up from his knees and looked for his 
three disciples, he found them sleeping. "What, could ye not watch 
with me one hour?" He left them and went to continue his pray
ing. When he returned, he found them asleep again. This hap
pened not only twice, but a third time, too. 

While Jesus was thus alone, Judas approached him with the 
mob, who were brandishing sticks and knives. "Then all the 
disciples forsook him, and fled. Now the chief priests, and elders, 
and all the council, sought false witness against Jesus, to put him 
to death." The false witnesses were soon found. There are always 
worthless men who hate the righteous! The Chief Priest stood up 
and asked Jesus, "Answerest thou nothing? what is it which these 
witness against thee? But Jesus held his peace." The Chief Priest 
conjured him to answer: was he or was he not the son of God? 
"Thou hast said!" The Chief Priest tore his clothes to hear such 
blasphemy. "'What further need have we of witnesses? What think 
ye?' 'He is guilty of death!' When the morning was come, all the 
chief priests and elders of the people took counsel against Jesus 
to put him to death: And when they had bound him, they led him 
away and delivered him to Pontius Pilate the governor." 

Church and State co-operated in putting the Innocent to death. 
"Haven't they done the same-" the novice began to murmur, but 
bit his tongue in time. He who tells the truth must first swallow 
the poison! It was better for him to pretend not to understand and 
watch the filly: it deserved a handsome reward for not budging 
all the time its master was reading and chanting. If anyone does 
not believe it was an angel, let him account for the intelligence it 
showed in this situation! Our friend took the pail of milk, diluted 
it with an infusion of linseed and sweetened it with honey, as he 
had been instructed. There is no more angelic food! Lemon wanted 
to show it was to its liking and supped it up with its lips and nos
trils. When it was satisfied, it dried its nose on the novice's coat, 
the same one from which he had ripped the lining to wipe it 
when he had taken it from its mother's belly. 



106 THE CHARIOTEER 

The stars were sparkling when the novice started out for the 

monastery, because there was no moon. Among the constellations 

ran the Milky Way, whitening the heavens just as the downpour 

had cleansed the earth the evening before. All Creation was being 

purified to receive the supernatural mystery. Only the heart of 

man remained defiled. That knot of vipers cannot be cleansed, even 

if the Flood is hurled upon it, or the blood of the Savior is sprinkled 

over it. 
Every so often the novice was startled by apprehensions; he was 

carried forward by his feet while his spirit was dallying behind. 

Perhaps they would slaughter Lemon, or steal it, or frighten it, while 

he was away. The evildoers had surrounded it as darkness surrounds 

a burning candle. In every clump of trees, the novice heard the 

slithering of snakes and the strangled twittering of birds, which 

increased his anxiety about the innocent creature. Apart from 

these sounds, the dumbness of the night gripped his heart. Noises 

do not scare the night-traveller as much as silence. An acorn falling 

from a tree sounds to him like a shot, and he feels himself all over 

to find where the bullet has hit him. "Hey, won't even a dog come 

out and bark at me tonight?" thought the novice, feeling an empti

ness in the pit of his stomach. 
Near the monastery spring, his heart took courage when he 

heard the babbling water, though the shadows were more threaten

ing here. The owls made a great row when they heard his footfall. 

The whole torrent-bed was thick with fluttering wings, so that it 

seemed to be haunted and to spurn the benighted wayfarer. But 

it was not the first time he had passed it by night. He touched the 

steel at his waist and murmured an exorcism, pushing aside the 

brambles that caught on his clothes. He steadfastly climbed the 

hill and reached the flat ground that led to the monastery. The 

surrounding wall left no chink for a ray of light to pass. Only at 

its north-west corner a slender light was in a window. That was 

the abbot's cell; the novice imagined him getting ready for the 

·washing of Feet as he had seen him the two previous years. His 

preparations consisted of washing himself thoroughly, taking from 

the chest the clean towel he would wear over his cassock, and 

thanking God for the grace that was to be granted him. 
The novice found himself in the monastery courtyard while a 

subordinate was still summoning the monks by striking the wooden 
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bell with the mallet; he went to the refectory where the ceremony 
of the Washing of Feet was to take place. 

Eleven of the older monks, and a layman wrapped in a faded 
cassock, had assembled in the freshly whitewashed refectory which 
was lit by lamps hanging from the ceiling. The men had sat down 
in two rows facing each other on the long benches, hiding their 
feet under their cassocks. The eleven were sinless or had been for· 
given, and thus were worthy of representing the righteous disciples. 
The twelfth, who was to play Judas, had to be a sinner. He did not 
even have anything to do with the monastery: he was a beggar 
from other parts, the same man who had been at the baker's hatch 
on Lazarus' Day. He would receive thirty drachmas- since Judas 
received thirty pieces of silver for the betrayal - to take upon him
self the world's disdain. The Disciples sat six to each bench: on 
one were Andrew and James, son of Alphaeus, Simon and Thad
daeus, Matthew and Bartholomew; on the other, Philip and 
Thomas, James and John, the sons of Zebedee, Peter and Judas. 

In one corner of the refectory, a deacon stood ready to read 
from the lectern. Between the benches was an earthenware basin 
of water. All around, the younger monks and the novices had 
swarmed to the three doors; their faces shone from fasting. When 
the abbot, girded with the towel, entered the refectory, the twelve 
monks rose, and here and there their cassocks revealed their bare 
feet. They all turned to the east wall, where a picture of the Wash
ing of Feet hung beneath an oil-lamp; they crossed themselves and 
the abbot said a prayer. The deacon began reading. 

DEACON: Now before the feast of the passover, when Jesus knew 
that his hour was come that he should depart out of this world, 
unto the Father, having loved his own which were in the world, 
he loved them unto the end. And supper being ended, the devil 
having now put into the heart of Judas lscariot, Simon's son, to 
betray him; Jesus knowing that the Father had given all things 
into his hands and that he was come from God, and went to God; 
he riseth from supper, and laid aside his garments; and took a 
towel, and girded himself. After that he poureth water into a 
basin, and began to wash the disciples' feet, and to wipe them with 
the towel wherewith he was girded. Then cometh he to Simon 
Peter ... . 

The twelve fathers who had been standing to listen to the 
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deacon, sat down again on the long benches. The abbot brought 

the basin of water to the monk who was playing the Apostle Peter, 

squatted and began to wash his feet. 
PETER: Lord, dost thou wash my feet? 
JEsus: What I do thou knowest not now; but thou shalt know 

hereafter. 
PETER: Thou shalt never wash my feet. 

JEsus: If I wash thee not, thou hast no part with me. 

PETER: Lord, not my feet only, but also my hands and my 

head. 

JEsus: He that is washed needeth not save to wash his feet, but 

is clean every whit: and ye are clean, but not all. 

DEACON: For he knew who should betray him; therefore said 

he, Y e are not all clean. 

The abbot went round the rest of the Disciples in turn, washed 

their feet and dried them with the towel. Each covered his feet 

with his cassock as his turn was over and placed his hands on his 

knees. The twelve seemed hewn from stone as they sat motionless, 

their legs together, their heads erect, while the lamplight lashed 

them with its shadows. 

JEsus: Know ye what I have done to you? Ye call me Master, 

and Lord: and ye say well; for so I am. If I then, your Lord and 

Master, have washed your feet; ye also ought to wash one another's 

feet. For I have given you an example, that ye should do as I have 

done to you. Verily, verily, I say unto you, The servant is not greater 

than his lord; neither he that is sent greater than he that sent him. 

If ye know these things, happy are ye if ye do them. I speak not 

of you all: I know whom I have chosen: but that the scripture may 

be fulfilled, He that eateth bread with me hath lifted up his heel 

against me. Now I tell you before it come, that, when it come to 

pass, ye may believe that I am he. Verily, verily, I say unto you, 

He that receiveth whomsoever I send receiveth me; and he that 

rer:eiveth me receiveth him that sent me. 

The monks and novices who had clustered round the doors came 

into the refectory. The abbot and the twelve fathers and the whole 

congregation turned their faces to the east and sang the hymn in 

chorus. 
"The Maker of lakes and of springs and of seas taught us holy 
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humility by girding Himself with a towel and washing the feet of 

His disciples. 
"Humiliating Thyself out of charity, Thou didst wash the feet 

of Thy disciples and lead them toward a godly path. 

"When Thou didst eat together with Thy disciples, 0 Lord, 

Thou didst secretly foretell Thy holy sacrifice .... " 

After the abbot had pronounced the final blessing, the novice 

went up to him and seized his right hand to kiss it. 

"If I am your holy father, come to my cell. I must talk to you," 

the abbot whispered to him. 
The novice came out into the semi-darkness of the yard, still 

overwhelmed by the mystery of the Washing of Feet. The monks 

filed silently along the walls as they returned to their cells. One 

of them was blind and went along with his head turned upwards, 

cluthching his subordinate's shoulder. Every door that opened 

threw some lamplight on the ground until it closed again. Judas 

had been swallowed up by the darkness. Somewhere they must have 

melted beeswax to make candles, so that everywhere smelled of 

honeycomb, as well as the wafts of scent from the blossoming 

lemon trees. The cleanliness of the church reached the novice's 

nostrils and made him long for the freshly-sponged tiles with tht 

whitewash in the joins and the bronze candelabra rubbed with 

ash and lemon-peel. The water flowing into the trough made a 

purling sound like bird-sang. If you raised your eyes up high, you 

could see some stirred-up embers sparkling in the deep blue sky. 

When the novice found himself facing the abbot with their 

meagre dinner between them, he could not hold back his tears. 

''I'm your subordinate and I'll show obedience," he managed 

to utter. "I don't know if I'll attain salvation, but I shall not re

nounce the promise I've made." 
"Don't lose your faith, and you'll see your salvation. Don't be 

put off by obstacles. Every time you come up against a brick wall, 

God's on the other side." 
''I'm afraid my heart may not have become pure yet. A man 

who doesn't know how to forgive, doesn't know how to love." 

"Are you still tormented?" 
"Yes, still. I wasn't able to tell you everything. One day, at the 

front, the officer wanted a volunteer for a dangerous mission. I 

let an honorable man, the father of three children, go and get 
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killed. My only thought was how to get back and find my fiancee 
again." 

"Don't you know that for true dedication, whatever it is, you 
need to be obedient unto death?" 

"Who can forget to save his own skin?" 
"If I had the power, I'd wash you from head to foot, to cleanse 

you of the past." 
"That's it; to be reborn in Christ." 
"You won't be the first. The best of us have heard God's call 

on the road of sin." 
"Maybe I haven't sinned enough to be worthy of becoming a 

monk." 
"What are you talking about? You're being led astray by your 

mind. A curse on learning!" 
"What learning, Holy Father? You should say a curse on a 

little learning." 
''Whether it's a little or a lot that's your trouble, I don't know. 

I've got along with the little bit of church Greek I learned." 
"Your time was different, Holy Father. It wasn't full of wars." 
"Are you telling me about wars? When I was young, war was 

second nature to me." 
"You've only known righteous war." 
"Do you think there were no slaughter and atrocities in our 

uprisings? 

"There can be slaughter without sin. Then, your actions were 
inspired by your desire for freedom!" 

"Let's leave all this! A thousand words are worth one farthing. 
Look me ih the eyes!" the abbot went on commandingly. "Are 
you going to let the stud-farm have the foal?" 

'Til let them take it. But I'd rather carry it up myself on my 
shoulders as I took it down." 

"You're not to do that! You might fall and break your neck, 
and that will be on my conscience. Let them take it up in the net." 

"All right, just as you like. But what'll become of me?" 

"You'll pass the sponge over this week and you'll start off from 
where I left you." 

"This week is the week of my passion. I shall see it through to 
the end." 
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"See how many feet the Devil has! Do you want to walk in 
Christ's footsteps?" 

"Religion doesn't forbid it. I've just seen you washing the 
Disciples' feet." 

"Oh! Are you a monk or a lawyer, damn you?" 
There was a pause. 
As long as their conversation lasted, the abbot had not stopped 

eating his dry bread. 
"Why don't you eat?" he said to the novice. "Eat to get your 

strength back. You look like a wraith! I have more to tell you. 
The foal is yours. I've given it to you. When you're worthy of 
being ordained, I'll bring you back from the hermitage. The monas
tery needs you." 

"Thank you, Holy Father; but I read something different m-
side me." 

The abbot suddenly flared up. 
"Has the Devil got into you? You don't fit in anywhere." 
''I'm led astray by my mind, Holy Father, I told you." 
"Put out the lamp of your reason and believe. Men have lived 

thousands of years through faith in God. If you don't have faith, 
how are you going to live?" 

"You can see -like someone damned." 
"Do you envy Cain and Judas?" 
"You said before that I wanted to walk in Christ's footsteps." 
"Well then, get up on the Cross!" 
"That's what I'm going to do, but with no hope of resurrection." 
"What are you saying, you unfortunate man?" the abbot cried 

in horror. "Aren't you afraid of the darkness of despair?" 
"vVhat have I done wrong? I struggled. But the divine gift 

didn't come to me." 
"May God forgive you! And may He forgive me for sitting here 

and listening to you. I'm stifling!" exclaimed the abbot, bringing 
hh hand to his Adam's apple. 

He coughed several times, swallowed two or three gulps of 
water and got up from the table. His eyes showed how much the 
novice had frightened him. 

"Are you going back to the hermitage?" 
"That's what I thought of doing." 
"Goodnight, then. May God wash you and purify you!" 
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The novice had got up, too. He put his hand to his breast and 
bowed his head. 

"Holy Father, forgive me. And give me your blessing, so that I 

shall have it wherever I am." 
"As long as you're my subordinate, you'll have my blessing. 

If you cut the bond yourself, then I'll write you off. In all the 

years I've been alive, I've never seen such rebellion." 
"Don't call it rebellion, Holy Father. Call it sincerity." 
The novice closed the door behind him and ran down the 

stone steps from the abbot's quarters to the yard. As he passed the 

church, his soul urged him to go in and worship the Passion that 

was painted on the walls. All these days, while he had been turning 

over Christ's sufferings in his mind, he had had a longing to bow 

down before them. "But one pays dearly for one's sincerity!" he 

said to himself. ''I'm not ready to show repentance, nor do I have 

any hope, so how can I pray?" 
His mind was not so confused that he could not hear the water 

from the fountain murmuring next to the laurel tree. He stood 

and listened to it running along and disappearing, while he felt 

a strong desire to go underneath it and wash himself clean of all 

his sins. 
"Farewell, monastery! My dream told me I wasn't worthy of 

you!" 

CHAPTER 8 

CHRIST LIFTED UP ON THE CROSS 

Good Friday 

"The evildoers are nailing up the cross!" said the novice to 

Lemon on Friday morning when the first hammer-biows rang out. 

The filly stood frightened at the brink of the well from which 

the wheel was missing. The well was full to the brim, so that he had 

oniy to stoop down to fill his bucket. The wheel and the rope had 

been taken away for another use. 
Along with the men who were working by the vine-ladder, 
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some others must have come along just to look on, and he could 

hear them murmuring up above. 

The novice washed the filly, rubbed it down with a piece of 

sacking and gave it milk to drink. He had not the heart to talk 

to it and caress it, for the poor thing seemed to him to be already 

in other hands. While he was grooming it, though, he caught sight 

of the first little tooth it had just cut: a tiny lump on its top gum, 

just like a grain of maize. 

"Well!" he said to himself, "there's the very first of the thirty

six! The time has come for me to grind its first barley." 

These words slipped out involuntarily. His eyes brimmed with 

tears. 
The filly showed how sturdy it was by eagerly supping down 

its milk, while it breathed gently and stood steadily on the rain

softened earth. 
The novice swallowed back his tears and went off to see what 

was happening. He clambered up the vine-ladder and approached 

the gathering. At the edge of the cliff, the men had laid two thick 

planks side by side, sticking out like brackets, and on top they had 

placed two beams. At that moment they were nailing down a cross

beam to join the two posts. 

The driver obviously knew his job. Around him, besides three 

men in uniform who must have been from the Requisition Com

mittee, there was a stableman, an old subordinate of Luke's, two 

cow-hands and the miller from the monastery water-mill- covered 

in flour from head to foot - together with his children. There were 

some others, too, no doubt roadworkers taking a day off because 

of the holiday. 
The stableman made as if to speak to the novice, but the latter 

pushed him aside to give the miller a dressing down. 

"Have you left the mill to turn on its own, you scoundrel?" 

"I've left my wife to take care of it. I thought I'd bring the 

kids along to watch." 
"No crucifixion's complete without its gaping onlookers! The 

only ones who are missing are the real culprits: they're preparing 

for Easter and they don't want to have blood on their hands." 

"Don't speak to him!" said the man in uniform with the sting

ray face. "Can't you see he's looking for a fight?" 

"If I were looking for a fight, I'd pick a quarrel with you. I 
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told the miller off because he works for the monastery. I came 
here to be in time to stop you hurting the foal." 

"Why should we hurt it? It's not as if it belongs to someone 
else. Can't you see that contraption we've built? We'll fix the well
wheel on there and we'll wind it up good and proper." 

"And you'll hang the foal by its neck." 
"You're pretending not to understand. We'll chuck it in that 

net there, and we won't hurt it." 
On the ground where he pointed, lay a net of thick rope which 

was used for catching horses. 
"Are you going to take long to finish?" 
"We need at least two hours." 
''I'm going over there, then I'll be back." 
As soon as he had got away, the novice looked up to the sky, 

as had been his habit ever since he knew how to pray to the heaven
ly Father. This time he did not pray but sought to absorb the sun
light. For the past six days while he had been buried in The Well, 
he had only seen the light through a hatch-way. Drunk with light 
like a blind man who has regained his sight, he felt an urge inside 
him to thank Him who commanded, "Let there be light!" But his 
desire burned out before it reached his lips. "Light! Light! My 
source and my protection! I thank you, God, for giving it to us!" 
That is what he wanted to say, but instead his lips hummed a 
song like a spell. 

Good Friday, how am I to live through you? 
You have ten morns and ten noons 
And ten dusks, and still it is day! 

'Vho makes a song out of his sorrow unless he has reached the 
very limit? And who ever knew a longer day than the condemned 
man who sweated blood, carrying his cross? 

The two hours that the novice had before him until the cru
cifiers would finish, were longer than two days. Yes, light! That 
would be his greatest consolation, if he could absorb it into his 
innards. God is light. Beauty is light. Liberty and justice are light. 
But you must have your eyes open, and not be blinded by pain. 
"The light and the world are there, but I won't be able to enjoy 
them!" said the novice to himself as he stumbled in the furrows of 
the spring ploughing. 

From where he stood, the verdant meadow spread like a dish, 
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with some lone trees here and there, until it met the mountain. 

A smell of greenery hung in the air: the horses must have frisked 

about here, and their hooves had crushed the grass. The novice's 

eye discerned the oaks by the stud-farm and the beam of the sha

doof. He had lived there for two and a half years, trying to re

learn how to love. The reason why he had acted as a midwife to 

a mare and then as a wet-nurse to a foal was that he had lived and 

loved on a stud-farm, away from the people who had wronged him. 

All his frenzy to love and be loved had finally worked itself out 

on a filly. It was his destiny. He had become one flesh with it. One 

man may take the Sleeping Beauty as his bride, another the Fairy 

Princess. A poor schoolteacher who had suffered misfortune in 

love and war and who was not worthy of being reborn in Christ, 

had a filly as his portion. Was it not a shame and an injustice that 

the Requisition Committee should take it away from him? 

The novice did not wait for an answer. At this moment of 

judgment, he listened only to his heart, holding his knife as he 

would a tiller. "If I am determined to die, and I am one flesh with 

the filly, what else have we to do but leave together?" He did not 

dare to say, "be killed in the same blood," even though there have 

been parents who slaughtered their children and then themselves. 

The novice would have wanted others to kill them, either to push 

them over the cliff or stone them, but not to have to become a 

murderer and a suicide himself. "I've got it!" he exclaimed sud

denly. "When they put it into the net, I'll get in with it myself 

so it won't be on its own and get frightened. And when they've 

hoisted us up to the edge of the cliff, I'll cut the rope with my 

knife, and goodbye world!" 

Decision brings relief. The novice knew what he had to do 

from that moment on. He had solved the problem himself: he 

realized why he had the knife and why he sharpened it whenever 

he found a whetstone! On the other hand, he now saw clearly why 

he had called the past week the week of his passion: the foal with 

its innocence, and the man with his conscience, had walked for 

six days in Christ's footsteps. His Holy Passion arouses man's soul! 

Wherever there is slavery, His rebellion rises up again. Where 

there is sin, His sacrifice is repeated. That is what a divine archetype 

means: an example for those who struggle alone on the boundaries. 

When I say "on the boundaries" I mean struggles in which the 
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outcome decides whether you are to live or die. And I say "alone" 
because Christ appears only in solitude, in the places He liked to 
frequent: the lake's edge, the foot of the mountain or its summit, 
the boat tossed by the waves; and finally, the cross, the only plat
form that has the power to convince. 

Now that he had made the decision, the novice felt his mind 
take flight. He had torn himself free of earthly things for good. 
The door that he himself had opened, made him capable of seeing 
outside the fold where Death comes regularly to snatch away his 
chosen sheep. The man who has made his decision knows how to 
leave the fold and be out in the road already when Death passes by. 
"Here I am," he would tell him. "The foal I have in my arms is 
the Lamb." 

"0 white light! How you have liberated me! I was right to call 
you my source and my protection!" 

The sun brooded over the plateau as the man who was about 
to die stood in the middle of it with his head raised. The day-star 
sucked him up as if he were a dew-drop: soon he would become 
vapor, a minute cloud amid the vast expanse of the sky. Who ever 
hoped for a more perfect annihilation? Who ever raised himself 
further above his own height? 

The novice felt relieved for the first time. He had succeeded 
in rending the darkness that had enveloped him and in seeing his 
own small light, the one and only light that was burning for him. 
That is what it means to discover the secret of your destiny. Some 
search for it in life, but it may sometimes be found in death. If 
I were not afraid of being thought carried away by my imagina
tion, I would put down some of the things that passed through his 
mind at that moment: whom he renounced and whom he remem
bered; what he consented to take with him and what he forgot for
ever. The reader would be astounded to see how values are over
turned at the brink of the grave. He would see the bitterness of 
frustration pursuing and wearing down the condemned man, just 
as a flame sucks a log dry down to its last fibre. And, horrified, he 
would see worldly things becoming smoke and ashes before the 
last judgment. 

After he had strolled around the meadow, his attention fluc
tuating between what he was thinking and what he could see on 
the earth below, the novice turned to go back to where his final 
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ordeal awaited him. The evildoers had not completed their task, 

but their hammering made him exult instead of grieve, as though 

they were not nailing together a cross, but building a boat. In the 

same way that a captain sees his new boat slipping down the rollers 

into the sea, so the novice saw the contraption with the well-wheel: 

as a new-built ship that was destined to take him on his last voyage. 

He was welcomed by the voice of the driver. 

"Come and see! Come and see!" 

The gallows had been erected and the hangman was testing it 

to see if it pulled correctly and if the rope reached the bottom. 

"Give me the net!" he shouted, without turning his head, so 

that anyone might obey him. 

He took the net by its four corners, made it into a bag and 

looked for a way to tie it to the rope so that it would not come 

undone through the weight. 

"Get in!" he shouted to the man in uniform, after letting the 

net fall in a heap on the plank. 

"Why me? Get in yourself and I'll let you down." 

"Let a boy get in, then," said the first man. 

"A boy?" cried the novice. "Let me get in." 

The two crucifiers looked at each other. 

"Why not?" said the driver. "Come on in!" 

The novice sat inside the net, put his feet through the holes 

and took hold of the knot at the top with both hands. 

"We'll meet again in the next world," he said ambiguously. 

"Go on! In the name of God!" corrected the driver. 

He turned the handle, winding all the slack, until the net 

rose with the novice in it. He pushed him with his knee and 

started unwinding. When the bag began to go down, the gaping 

onlookers could not hide their amazement. 

The driver chuckled, seeing that his machine was a success. 

His stomach shook with laughter but his face showed he was afraid. 

The net came to rest on the ground and the novice disentangled 

himself from it so as to rush and embrace the filly. At first the 

animal acted as if it did not know him. It pricked up its ears, and 

its little body hunched up as if it were being gripped in a vice. 

But suddenly it awoke, its limbs relaxed and it let itself be em

braced by its master. 
Their happiness was interrupted by the man with the sting-ray 
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face who had dropped down the vine-ladder, followed by his two 
mates. 

"Bring the foal over here!" he shouted to the novice. 
The novice pretended not to hear. The three men in uniform 

went over to fetch it. 
"Stay there and I'll bring it," said the novice, putting his arms 

round its neck and pulling it along. 
When they reached the net, he begged them, "Let me get in, 

too. The foal will be calmer that way." 
A dark flame danced in his eyes. "The time has come!'' he 

thought, and shuddered. The icy air of the Underworld was already 
licking his face. 

"What are you talking about?" said the three men with one 
voice. "The rope can't take so much weight. Do you want to get 
killed?" 

"Who wants to die? I just thought it would be better." 
"No! Stand aside!" 
"Let me go up with it. Can't you see its little heart's nearly 

breaking?'' 
The three men had already thrown the foal into the net. In a 

trice, the nimblest of them put the animal's legs through the holes, 
pulled its tail so it would hang out of the bottom and wedged its 
head into the place where the four corners of the net were joined. 
He put his hands round his mouth and shouted for the driver to 
hear. 

"O.K. Wind it up!" 
Up above, the men began turning the wheel. The rope tightened; 

the net became the shape of a bag and lifted itself from the ground. 
The foal seemed stupefied. 
"Lawless curs!" said the novice between his teeth, seeing them 

robbing him of the foal and at the same time denying him the 
death he had chosen. "Lawless curs!" he repeated louder and 
dashed off to clamber up the vine-ladder, so as to meet the foal 
at the top. 

The filly kicked with all fours when they laid it on the ground, 
still wrapped in the net. It kicked once or twice and then died 
away like a fish that is killed by the air when it is taken from the 
sea. 

"Can't you see, you criminals? You've put it to death!" shrieked 
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the novice. "May the burden be on your heads!" 

"It's your fault to start with!" answered the man with the sting

ray face, after touching the foal to find its heart-beat. 

The gapers gathered round so that they could see better. The 

men in uniform showed they were in a hurry to pack up. 

"What will happen to the wheel?" one of them asked the driver. 

"Leave it; that's my job," he replied. 

"We'll take the net," said the first. 

He raised the animal with the tip of his boot to pull out the 

net. 
"Damn it!" he snorted, twisting his lips, when he met with 

difficulty. 
Bewildered, the novice waited a little way off. His blood had 

risen to his head; he could hear it beating in his ears. When the 

culprits turned their backs on him, he knelt down by the filly and 

took it in his arms as the Virgin took her dead child. It is not in a 

man's nature to tear his hair and shed tears. That is why men make 

women do the mourning. Nevertheless, a man's pain can split 

stones and cleave mountains. 

"What must I do now?" wondered the novice. "Should I avenge 

it? Should I kill myself on top of it?" 

The Devil had spoiled the plan that had temporarily liberated 

him. Perhaps God Himself had punished his arrogance, since he 

thought he had power over the life of God's creatures. However 

that may be, what is a man to do when his whole life through he 

has been deprived of all he desired and then he is denied the 

death he has chosen? Until his soul brings forth another death, he 

can only bury his dead. 

CHAPTER 9 

BURIAL AND DESCENT INTO HELL 

"Whoever dies in The Well is buried in The Well!" 

The novice took the filly on his shoulders just as he had car

ried it six days before, and began to go down the vine-ladder as if 

he were going down into the Underworld. When he reached the 

bottom, he placed the animal on the ground and began to speak. 
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"Was this carcass the angel of heaven? If it was, why did heaven 
let them kill it? But the same happened to Christ, you may say. 
Certainly, but His grace came to liberate man by redeeming his sins. 
Why did the foal live and die, though? Was it a sin for it to walk 
in the Savior's footsteps? Is it not given to God's creatures to sur
pass their humble nature? Oh, how quickly its coat's grown dull 
and its eyes have lost their sparkle! What's this bag of bones and 
flesh that's already surrounded by bluebottles? Did it need only one 
spring to break for it to lose the lustre of the sky? And what hap
pens to an animal when it dies, unless it suffers the fate of a man 
who did not believe in eternal life?" 

Down in The Well there was nobody to hear the novice's lament. 
He was surrounded by the silence of Good Friday, when birds and 
waters are dumb and the sky descends till it touches the trees, 
lowering at the injustice that has been done. 

And it was about the sixth hour. 
At the same moment, in St. Constantine's monastery, they were 

bringing out the Dead Christ. The two choirs had approached the 
north door of the sanctuary and had begun to chant the last verses 
of the service. Six monks wrapped in black chasubles, and led by 
the abbot, who held the Gospels in his right hand, came out of 
the sanctuary raising the Dead Christ above their heads. Their 
procession formed before it moved off: the candles and the Sera
phim, the chanters, and the deacons with their burning censers 
right at the front; and behind them the abbot and six fathers. The 
cortege bore the Dead Christ round the church and drew to a halt 
under the eye of the Pantocrator, where the flower-bedecked tomb 
was placed. They went round it three times, while the choirs were 
finishing their chanting, and laid the Dead Christ down under the 
vault of the tomb. They sprinkled Him with all the flowers and 
blossoms of spring and then stripped petals and buds from the 
same flowers to present to the congregation as they came to worship. 

The Son of God, who had taken on the mortal nature of man 
out of mercy alone, had gone to sleep. His eternity was to be 
proved tomorrow by His resurrection. Meanwhile, one of His 
creatures had died for good, a beast with no spirit and, therefore, 
without the blessing of salvation. The man who mourned it stood 
half-way between God and beast. The Redeemer had sacrificed 
Himself for his sake, after first proclaiming eternal life from the 
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Cross. But the man was at liberty to believe or not to believe the 

preaching of the Cross. He could either put his hope in the resur

rection or accept death as his final condemnation. 

If the novice believed in the resurrection of the dead, he would 

be reborn in Christ, whether he remained at the monastery or 

went out into the world and lived as a Christian. One way or the 

other, he would find his liberation. If not, if he accepted the Ever

Wakeful Worm as his sole heir, then why was his knife lying idle? 

Whether he got killed today or dropped dead tomorrow, it would 

make no difference. 
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YANNIS KEFALLINOS 

Demetrios Galanis (1882-1965) and Yannis Kefallinos (b. 1894) 
are widely recognized as the two most outstanding engravers of 
modern Greece. They both had their artistic education in France; 
yet, whereas Galanis settled there until the end of his life, Kefal
linos returned to Greece at the age of thirty-six to become the 
Director of the Engraving Workshop at the Higher School of Fine 
Arts in Athens. He had already acquired a high reputation in Paris 
where he had illustrated various books, including Joseph Riviere's 
Mer Oceane (1922), Anatole France's Sur la Pierre Blanche (1924), 
and Georges Duhamel's Memorial de Gauchois (1927). 

As Director of the Engraving Workshop in Athens, he taught 
woodcutting, etching, lithography and the other techniques of en
graving, as well as their application to the art of book printing. 
It is to the teaching of Kefallinos that engraving owes its present 
prosperity in Greece, in the form of illustration of books, paper 
money, post stamps, posters, etc. Kefallinos himself gave specimens 
of his mastery in all these fields. Famous is the series of stamps he 
illustrated with themes drawn from ancient Greek art and his illus
tration of books by Kazantzakis, Sikelianos, Prevelakis and others. 
Monumental accomplishments are two books of illustrations he 
produced with his students: To Paghoni (The Peacock), a series 
of color wood-cuts depicting various animals, and the Ten Lekythoi 
at the Athens Museum) an album in folio form, where the artist 
has reproduced with superb accuracy, in a combination of engrav
ing techniques, ten of the most beautiful vases of classical art. For 
this edition, he invented a new kind of printing types. He also 
devoted several years to the renovation of the Higher School of 
Fine Arts, where he was the Director for four years. 

When he died in Athens in 1957, at the age of sixty-three, he 
was given a state funeral and was buried in the First Cemetery of 
Athens, in a grave honorably granted by the City. It was P. Preve
lakis who as representative of the Faculty of the Higher School of 
Fine Arts bid the last farewell to the lost companion. In April 
1958 the School itself organized a posthumous exhibition of this 
master-engraver's work. 

P. P. 
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THE HAND OF THE SLAIN: Drama m Three Days 

by PANDELIS PREVELAKIS 

translated by Peter Mackridge 

CHARACTERS 

KOST ANDIS. Handsome, brave man of about 30. 
MOTHER-IN-LAW. Courageous woman of 50. 
FATHER MANASSIS. Old, hugely built, with thick beard 

and discolored cassock. 
MARIA. Widow of the slain man. 25. Dressed in black. 
KANAVOS. Peasant. 
About 10 MEN AND WOMEN of Crete (or elsewhere) 

The action takes place in Crete in 1906, after the Therisso 
Rebellion* (or in some other place after a civil war). 

There is no interval in the performance. The lights go out at 
the end of each "day," and the theatre remains dark until the 
scenery has been changed. 

Sparse scenery, not picturesque. 
(N ikos Mamangakis has composed some music, as yet unpub

lished, for the play.) 

*Therisso. Village in Crete, prefecture of Chania. On 10 March 1905, Eleftherios 
Venizelos gathered his followers there to revolt against Prince George. Crete was at 
that time an autonomous state under the suzerainty of the Sultan, and Prince George 
governed as High Commissioner under a mandate from the Great Powers. Venizelos 
and his comrades disapproved of the Prince's regime and declared Union with Greece. 
The Rebellion lasted about eight months, until November 1905. During this time 
the rebels clashed many times with the followers of the Prince, in other words, with 
local countryfolk and policemen (or national guardsmen, as they were known) who 
had been recruited in Crete itself. The Rebellion was finally quelled by the Great 
Powers and the Prince, but the latter was forced to resign in July 1906. There 
followed reprisals on the island between the followers of Venizelos and those of the 
Prince. 
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FIRST DAY 

Saturday, daybreak. Room in a peasant house. A stone bench 

used as a bed and sofa. Upstage, a barrel set on two stones, and a 

wheat chest. Poor furnishings. 
Semi-darkness. The meagre light from the left through a hole 

in the window, which is filled in with stones, shows that day is 

breaking. 
When the curtain rises, the room is empty. There is a sound of 

someone outside fumbling at the front door (right) and trying to 

open it. When he fails, he starts kicking at the door. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW comes forward from dark background and 

goes to the door. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. Eh, who's there? Who's making all that din? 

Huh. Are you going to knock down the house just because the 

master's away? Shame on you! 
KosTANDIS (outside). Vangeliol Open up, Vangelio! It's me. 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. Vangelio's away. I'm her mother and I'm all 

alone. Get along with you. Who is it? 
KosTANDIS. Open up, Mother. It's Kostandis! 

The woman draws the bolt and Kostandis enters, unkempt and 

unshaven, armed and with shoes in shreds, showing that he has 

come down from the mountains. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. Welcome home, my son, welcome home! Don't 

eat me alive! I locked the door out of fear. 
KosTANDIS. Where's my wife? Hasn't she been waiting for me 

to return? Has no one else come back to the village? 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. We heard something about an amnesty, but 

we didn't know you were so near. We thought you had your lair 

up on the mountain-tops. 
KosTANDIS. It takes me a single night to do a three days' walk. 

Where's Vangelio? (He brandishes his gun.) 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. Vangelio, my son, is down in the plain. 

KosTANDIS. Down in the plain before dawn? 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. Down in the plain ... at the convent. She's 

joined the nuns. 
KosTANDIS. What nuns? What the devil's your daughter doing 

at the convent? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. (firmly). She's atoning for your sin. 
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KosTANDIS. My sin? Atoning? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. You know what your sin was. May those who 

got you all mixed up in the civil war have it on their consciences! 
As for the atonement, Father Manassis said she must become a 
nun so that the Holy Virgin might take pity on us. 

KosTANDIS. A priest break up my marriage? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. If you suffer at home, the village may forgive 

you. Otherwise you know what's in store for you. Those were 
borrowed bullets. Evil fortune would have it that slayer and slain 
were from the same part of the village. 

KosTANDIS. I didn't kill dishonorably. I killed in war. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. That's all very well when it's a rightful war. 
KosTANDIS. Hold your tongue! How do you know what's a 

rightful war? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. When native fights foreigner, that's a rightful 

war. (Meaningfully) Otherwise it's an eye for an eye. 
KosTANDis. Get out of the way! Why have you walled up the 

window? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. Because we were afraid they might shoot at 

us from outside. 
KosTANDIS (getting up on a stool and knocking the stones out 

into the street with the butt of his gun). It's better if they shoot at 
us in sunlight! Stones! Stones here, too! I'm sick of stones! The 
master of the house has returned. 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. Now the danger's even greater. They gave you 
an amnesty, but the village hasn't reprieved you. 

KosTANDIS. Who do you mean, mother? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. Both sides. Brother killed brother. The clans 

behind them will start butchering each other till there's no one 
left. Twice now they've drawn a cross on our door with charcoal. 
The constable you killed left no children, but his widow's worth 
any man. She'll not even grant you one day's grace! 

KosTANDIS. Are we to be afraid of women now? 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. In an ambush it makes no odds whether it's 

a man or a woman. But woe betide her if she shoots you! As God 
is my judge, I'll pluck out her heart with my own fingernails! 

Father Manassis casts his shadow into the room as he appears at 
the door. The woman bows low and goes into the kitchen. 

MANASSIS (setting his skull-cap elegantly askew). I heard the 
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noise of the stones and I realized you were back. May God keep 
you beneath His protection! You're in the muzzle of the gun now. 

KosTANDIS. Let's leave all that. Where's my wife? 
MANASSIS (mildly but firmly). Vangelio is in the service of God. 
KosTANDIS. So priests separate married couples, do they? 
MANASSIS. They part them sometimes for their good. If a fratri-

cide begets children, they get killed. 
KosTANDIS. Am I not capable of defending them? 
MANASSIS. When they get killed, you'll already have the earth 

as your blanket. The bullet that will kill you has already been 
made. 

KosTANDIS. I don't give heed to your threats. Who says I'm a 
murderer? Don't you realize they fired first? 

MANASSIS. First or last, the blood of the slain will cry out until 
you pay or you're forgiven. 

KosTANDIS. What would you have me do? Let the constable kill 
me? They ambushed us! 

MANASSIS. Ambush or no, he who raises a murderer's hand 
against one of God's creatures raises it against God himself. The 
Christian has Christ's seal upon him. (Shouting.) You've seen how 
the communion bread has the Cross stamped on it. Would anyone 
dare throw it to the dogs? 

KosTANDIS. Calm down, Father. And don't shout. 

MANASSIS. When you're in pain, you shout. I could see the 
wrong before it happened, but you wouldn't listen. 

KosTANDIS. No, I wouldn't let anyone lead me by the nose! 
But we've been over this so many times. Did you put Vangelio in 
the convent? 

MANASSIS. Your sin put her there! The Holy Virgin told me in 
a dream to make Vangelio her servant, to atone for your sin. 
Atone is a manner of speaking. All those who love you, will pay 
for your sin as long as they live. 

KosTANDIS. Your words don't frighten me. My conscience is 
clear. 

MANASSIS. That means you don't know what love is. 

KosTANDIS. I see its advantages: your love has ruined my house
hold! 

MANASSIS. You stubborn man, you'll go from bad to worse. 
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Don't you see the whole of humanity and the world rely on love's 
dealings? 

KosTANDIS. Do you think you can close my mouth like that? 
War isn't a game. If you don't kill your enemy, he kills you. 

MANASSIS. Will you come to Mass tomorrow? Then we'll see if 
the village forgives. 

KosTANDIS. I'll come, so they'll see I'm not afraid! 
MANAssrs. Listen! don't go in the church, because the Chris

tians will be outraged. Wait outside and listen to divine service 
through the window. After Mass I've a few things to tell you and 
the others. 

KosTANDIS (bitterly). Are there other murderers in the village? 
MANAssrs. You'll see them there. There are about ten of them. 
KosTANDIS. And have you cut them all off from the sacraments? 
MANAssrs. I'm trying as far as possible to preserve the flock that 

God has entrusted to me. 
KosTANDIS. So you've separated the wolves from the sheep. 
MANAssrs. God knows my heart. Innocent and sinful, I . want 

them all in the same fold. 
KosTANDIS. I hope you succeed! Only be careful not to confuse 

sinners with brave men. 
MANASsrs. I declare love between irreconcilable brothers, that's 

all. 
KosTANDIS. For there to be love, both parties must be willing. 
MANAssrs. You wait and see- God will enlighten both sides. 

I trust I shall have His enlightenment tomorrow when I speak out
side the church! 

He starts to leave. 
KosTANDIS. Father! I asked you about Vangelio. What happened? 
MANASSIS. You were away a long time. Things change. You 

sinned and your wife took the veil. 
KosTANDIS. Is that how the clans will make their peace? 
MANASSIS. Yes! We'll start with sacrifice. 
KosTANDIS. And how's Vangelio taking it? 
MANAssrs. As for her, she made the decision. 
KosTANDIS. She made it without consulting me! 
MANAssrs. She made it out of love. She was driven mad because 

she'd lost you. They said you had women in your band up there 
in the mountains. 
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KosTANDIS. Oh my God! Is that what awaited me at home? 
MANASSIS. Quiet! The world will be yours again once you're 

purified and forgiven. I'm off now. It's Sunday tomorrow. 
Exit MAN ASSIS. 
KOST ANDIS goes to the wheat chest, lifts the lid and lets it fall 

again. 
KosTANDIS. Empty! (Goes to the barrel, turns the tap and puts 

his finger underneath.) Empty! (Takes his gun, opens and closes 
the bolt.) Empty, tool That was my harvest! (He throws the gun 
on to the chest. With contempt he kicks the hoe and mattock stand
ing in the corner.) Hey, mother! What are you doing in the kitchen? 

MoTHER-IN-LAw (from inside). I'm trying to light the fire. 
(The glow can be seen through the communicating door.) 

KosTANDIS. I've come back empty-handed. What will you put 
in the pot? 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. God will provide! 

KosTANDIS. So long as He doesn't provide thunder and light
ning! (A man's head appears at the window, which is high up 
near the ceiling. He peers down into the room and immediately 
draws back. KOST ANDIS swings round in surprise.) Good day, 
Dimitros! Speak, don't play deaf! The master's back. (The peasant's 
footsteps are heard going away up the hill.) What's he got against 
me? A fine reception the village is giving mel Hey, mother, have 
you lit the fire? Put plenty of water on to boil. I want to get cleaned 
up and changed. Will my father-in-law give me a shirt or two? Or 
does he think me a murderer too? 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. I'll find you a fresh change of clothes. Don't 
you worry. 

KosTANDIS. You mean I'm to expect nothing from your husband. 
It's well there are women in the world! 

At the same moment a woman's head wrapped in a scarf appears 
at the window together with the barrel of a gun. The room darkens, 
KOST ANDIS turns to look, and the shot rings out. But he has had 
time to recognize the woman who fired- the constable's widow. 

KosTANDIS. Oh, the plucky girl! (Feels himself all over to see 
if he is hit.) She missed me, but it would have been better if 
she'd got mel (With admiration.) Oh, the plucky girl! That's the 
sort of wife I should have! 
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SECOND DAY: Scene One 

Sunday morning. At the back of the stage the grey west wall of 
the church with the entrance. The door is adorned with a few myrtle 
branches. The glow of the candlelight can be seen from inside. 

FATHER MANASSIS is heard finishing Mass. Some old men 
come out and gather round the door. The priest appears, framed by 
the myrtle branches. Behind him, one can sense the women who 
have lingered in the church. In front of the priest, downstage, stand 
half a dozen murderers who have been cut off from the sacraments 
and who have not dared to step inside. Their wildness and loneli
ness are obvious from their appearance. KOST ANDIS stands at a 
short distance from them. 

MANASSIS. Brothers! Every day you say in your prayers, "For
give us our trespasses as we forgive them that trespass against 
us." But that doesn't stop you from seeking revenge, even when the 
wrong that's been done you is as light as a straw. Someone has only 
to steal an apple from your orchard, and you want to torment the 
poor orphan who did it. He who is not guided by love hasn't the 
heart to forgive even a starving orphan. And don't think he is 
punished according to his innocent fault! The soul that's twisted by 
hate isn't satisfied until it sees bloodshed. One man goes crazy 
because a sheep was stolen, another because someone else let his 
cattle graze in his field. This one draws his pistol because someone 
spoke to him disrespectfully, that one because someone gave his 
son a hiding. You kill so as not to lose face, for politics or honor, 
out of anger or fear. One spark is enough to start the fire that will 
burn the clans. After the first killing, the blood is paid for again 
and again with blood. If this sort of stupidity goes on, there won't 
be a Christian left on our island, and some foreign tribe will come 
and inhabit it and profit from the sufferings we've been through to 
liberate it. 

God blesses those who love and forgive, and He punishes those 
who hate and wreak vengeance. The true Christian says, "Better to 
be wronged than to do wrong. The wrong that has been done me 
will vanish with time in this life. The wrong I do will hang like 
a stone round my neck until the Second Coming." The avenger 
breaks the law of love and becomes a judge and punisher, while the 
Lord alone has the authority to judge and punish. His unholy action 
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closes the door to God's house for ever against him. He is deprived 
of divine service, deprived of the body and blood of Our Lord 
and the Holy Gospels. He who was once an innocent sheep in 
Christ's fold becomes a lone wolf. He has washed off in the blood 
of his brother the baptismal oil that brought him into the com
munity of love. 

Christians! How are we to cure ourselves of this disease? Satan 
has mounted our backs - how are we to cast him off? What I'm say
ing to you at this gathering I am calling from out of my grave. I've 
been a good shepherd for fifty years. Now I've worked enough! I'm 
rising from out of my coffin and giving you my blessing together 
with my last command. (Heartrendingly.) Love one another! Be
come Christians again! Dig the earth and bury your arms! Let love 
widen your hearts! All those who are troubled by conscience, come 
here before me and let your troubles flow from you. You will feel 
a greater relief than that of the porter who lays his burden on the 
ground. Those who have done harm to their brothers, rightly or 
wrongly, let them, too, come before me and confess it, and drive 
out fear from within them. Come! Let the man who has sinned 
most come first -he who has come armed even to Mass, seeking to 
catch his enemy unawares. Come! Shake hands! Kiss one another 
on the lips as you do on Easter Day! (Disturbance among the men
folk.) Come, my brothers, don't hesitate! Come, shake hands! He 
who forgives has God on his side already. And he who confesses his 
sin and humbles himself will be raised up to the Almighty. 

No one moves or shows that his heart has softened. 
A LITTLE OLD MAN (with cracked voice). Forgive me, and may 

God forgive you. I used to beat the children who worked for me. 
I've blasphemed, I've broken fasts, I've lied. 

ANOTHER LITTLE OLD MAN. I stole the rope from the well. 
MANASSIS (bitterly, with a pained expression). I see our vil

lage only produces small game. (Angrily.) I'm calling on the mur
derers and the bereaved who thirst for revenge! What do I want 
with the rope-thief, the blasphemer, the liar and the glutton? I've 
cast my nets in deeper waters. Today I'm giving absolution for 
deadly sins, and it's deadly accounts I want settled here. Where's 
the cattle-thief? Where's the adulterer, the seducer, the perjurer? 
It's those I want to see beating their breasts here before those they 
have wronged, and the others, out of forbearance, not cowardice, 
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giving them forgiveness. Where are the murderers? It's those that 
God is summoning with my voice! Let them come out in front 
here -we all know them - and I'll call upon those whom they 
dressed in black to kiss them on the lips. So Christ will have per
formed his miracle and cured our race of its blood, as he cured the 
woman of J udaea who was losing her blood for twelve years. 

A "\'\ToMAN IN BLACK (rushes out of the church and hangs on 
her husband's neck, beseechingly). Do it for our children's sake! 

MANASSIS. Kanavos! Listen to the voice of your wife. There 
are times when women are the first to find the right road. 
Make the decision. Think of your children. Otherwise you'll have 
a miserable death awaiting you. Come to me and repent so your 
sin will be forgiven. Give your repentance as quittance to the slain 
man's family. I'm here to see they pass the sponge over the 
blood that ruined your tribes. Do you hear, Kanavos? It's your 
soul that's at stake! 

KANAVOS (standing on tiptoe, because he is short). When I 
killed them, I knew I was damned. That's what honor means. 

MANASSIS. Doesn't your decision waver at all? 
KANAVOS. It wavers all right, God knows. But I have a clan 

behind me. 
MANASSIS. Then you can have my curse, you and your clan. 

May fear rot you! (Turning his eyes to Kostandis) And you, 
captain, whom I look upon as my own son, have you nothing to say 
either? 

KosTANDIS. Father, I have nothing to say here. I've lost the 
habit of limping like the others. I'll do what I have to do by my
self. 

MANASSIS. It's your arrogance that'll ruin you. 
KosTANDIS. You misunderstand me. 
The men flare up. Most show they are of Kanavos' opinion. 

MANASSIS (takes his eyes off them, seeing that no one 
has been shaken by his words). Oh, if only the place would sink into 
the earth, excepting its saints! Listen, all of you, young and old! 
Since love's words can't influence you, I'll use the authority that 
God has given me. I shall get rid of the crazy sheep that are killing 
each other before they destroy the whole flock! Tomorrow I shall 
call the seven priests and we shall read the excommunication to
gether! 
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Half a dozen women in black rush out of the church from be
hind the priest and, together with Kanavos' wife, fall at Manassis' 
feet. Their knees are heard as they strike the paving-stones. 

WoMEN. Don't do that, Father! Don't do that, Holy Father! 
MANASSIS (threateningly). Why shouldn't I do it? You're scared 

stiff. Tonight the seven priests will put their vestments on back
to-front and climb up to the Old Rock, holding candles of pitch. 

WoMEN (scratching their cheeks with their nails). Make up 
your quarrels, for the Lord's sake! (To Manassis.) Don't do that, 
Holy Father! 

The men stand like immovable boulders. MANASSIS bows his 
head more and more. Tears flow down his beard. 

MANASSIS (softly). I'm the unworthy shepherd! (Louder.) I'm 
the unworthy shepherd! (Beats his breast with both hands.) I 
wasn't joking when I told you I'm speaking from out of my grave. 
Henceforward you can count me as dead. I failed in my mission; 
my labors were utterly in vain. God's mercy is my only hope! May 
God pity you, too, and may His anger not punish you. (As if seeing 
a vision.) For I can see our villages destroyed by your lawlessness, 
and only the churches still standing amid the ruins. 

A WoMAN (abruptly untying her headscarf and striking the 
ground with it, as if her hair were full of snakes). Holy Father! 
Where are you leaving your children? Did you never love us? 

OTHER WoMEN. Holy Father! Don't leave us unprotected! 
MANASSIS (without turning round, seeks his stick by the door

jamb with one hand and pulls at his beard with the other). My 
punishment will have to be as great as my unworthiness. I sha11 
be deprived of your love, which has always protected me, and I 
shall go to a far-off place for my penance. 

A WoMAN. Don't go away! Pity the souls that depend on youi 
MANASSIS, heartbroken, turns his eyes to heaven, seeking en

lightenment. Silence. He dries his tears with his sleeve and casts his 
eyes into the distance, as if they are drawn by some vision. The 
crowd makes way for the priest to pass. 

SECOND DAY: Scene Two 

Night, the same Sunday. In the same village. A room in the 
house of the dead constable. On the wall, his photograph with a 
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small olive-oil lamp burning beneath it. A bed covered in black. A 

lamp hung from a stand. On the table a round loaf with a bread

knife stuck in the middle. The front door is in the right-hand wall. 

(The scenery frame reveals a small piece of the road beyond the 

house. When Kostandis enters, the frame will be drawn across so 

that only the room will be visible.) 

KOST ANDIS outside the door, and MARIA, dressed in black, 

inside. 
KOST ANDIS knocks softly. 
KosTANDIS. Open up! Open the door; don't be afraid. I'm 

a friend. No, I can't be called a friend. You want to know who 

I am. The man who killed your husband! Maria! It's Kostandis. 

The murder has made me forget we've known each other since 

childhood. Open up, if you're a Christian. The killing has ruined 

me, too; you're not the only one. My wife's left me and my house 

is deserted. I've paid for this evil fortune, too. Open up; I'm knock

ing at your door with good, honorable intentions. Don't be scared 

because it's dark- it's better if they don't see me. The village can't 

read into my soul to know what I intend. It's better if I explain 

things to you quietly, and then let them see me knocking at your 

door. You see, I intend to come again and again, to help your be

reaved household and relieve my conscience of the weight. Are you 

afraid of my anger because you shot at me yesterday? Don't be 

afraid. You're the sort of wife I should have, not the nun! Even 

if I were mortally wounded, I'd still give you my forgiveness

but you haven't even touched mel You've done your duty; you've 

refreshed the dead man's soul. Open the door! By my faith, I don't 

wish you harm; open up so people won't see me standing at your 

door in the middle of the night. I left home unarmed, open the 

door and kill me if you don't find my words convincing. By God's 

justice, I come to you as a sinner goes to his confessor. I'll learn 

from your lips whether I shall live or die. Open up! You don't know 

what fear means. If you were brave enough to ambush me, you 

won't be too scared to talk to me face to face. Open the door, you 

plucky girl, open up! I'm talking honorably! 

MARIA, who has been listening motionlessly to KOST ANDIS 

from behind the door, draws the bolt. The lamplight frames her 

black figure. 
KosTANDIS (humbly). Good evening, Maria. 
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MARIA (stepping back, not expecting to see him as he appears). 
Ohl 

KosTANDIS (thrusting his foot inside to keep the door open). 
I don't wish you any harm. Let me come in and talk to you. 

MARIA. Wasn't it you who killed my husband? 
KosTANDIS (closing the door behind him). It was evil fortune 

that killed him. 
MARIA (glancing at the knife stuck in the loaf). Don't you 

realize I've been searching for you ever since my shot missed you? 
I'd have got you this morning at church if Father Manassis hadn't 
spoken. 

KosTANDIS. I thought you'd changed your mind. Aren't you 
afraid of being damned? 

MARIA. It's innocent blood that damns, not justice. 
KOST ANDIS, sitting down on a stool, starts to speak, but the 

widow prevents him. 
MARIA. Ever since they gave amnesty to the criminals, my hus

band's soul has been waiting for me to give it rest. 
KosTANDIS. So a woman's going to avenge blood? 
MARIA. If only I had a child to bring up, then I'd know how 

to wait. Do you think I wasn't trembling when I fired at you? 
KosTANDIS. Has no one told you my hands are clean? Your 

husband ambushed us, I killed him in war. 
MARIA. Do you call that war, when brother kills brother? I 

thought you'd be punished by justice, but they've let you go scot
free. 

KosTANDIS. If I hadn't killed him, he'd have killed me. That's 
how war is. 

MARIA. I don't see it like that, captain. When I mourned him 
in this room, I vowed to him I'd take back the blood; either by 
law or by my own hand (raises her hand up high as if holding a 
knife), since he left no children, brothers or other relations .... 
(Untying her headkerchief.) Look how I singe my hair with a 
candle-flame! That's so I'll remember. (Over her dark face, her 
frizzled hair forms a black beret.) 

KosTANDIS. The devil's goading you, poor girl. But I admire 
your courage, I don't deny it. 

MARIA. Don't admire it. If I were really brave, you wouldn't 
be sitting here now talking. I should have kept my husband's 
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corpse in here unburied to give me courage until I paid my due. 

KosTANDIS. By my faith, I'm astounded to hear youl You're 

not like the rest. You should have a nation to govern! Hasn't time 

softened your heart? 
MARIA. Time? It has no power! (Knots her handkerchief un

der her chin, looking at the ground.) I know a man in our moun

tains who was tormented by hatred for ten years. Another one 

waited forty, until the only son of the murderer came back from 

abroad. (Pointing to her clothing.) His soul must have gone black 

like these widow's weeds. One widow kept her husband's blood

stained shirt to show it to his orphans when they grew up, and she 

hung all his weapons on the wall next to the icons. Do you reckon 

I'm worse than she? 
KosTANDIS. Aren't you afraid to talk like this? Haven't you 

thought I could kill you? 
MARIA. Kill me, then! That way you'd save me from the quan-

dary I'm in. 
KosTANDIS. So you admit you're in two minds? 

MARIA. God made me a woman. 

KosTANDIS. You're worth as much as the best manl 

MARIA raises her eyes and looks at him. Something begins to 

melt inside her. For a moment she is at a loss for words. 

MARIA. Has Vangelio really become a nun? In other words, 

you've separated? 
KoSTANDIS. She's gone to atone for the innocent man's sin as 

well. She deserted me without asking me. 

MARIA. I would never have left my husband, even on the 

gallows. 
KosTANDIS. You don't need to say that. You'd have done as a 

rebel captain's wife. 
His words strike MARIA like bullets, but she is not taken aback. 

MARIA. Wasn't my husband a brave man, too? 

KosTANDIS. By all the saints, I never met his like! I knew him 

since we pastured our flocks together. Many times we wrestled like 

rams, but without spoiling our friendship. 

MARIA. Bless you for saying so. I believe you killed him like 

a man. 
KosTANDIS (impulsively). And do you give me your forgiveness? 

MARIA (bursting into tears). Stop! Stop! 
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KosTANDIS (drawing his stool up closer and touching her knee). 
Listen, Maria. 

MARIA (with a strident voice). Go away! Go away! (lumping 
up.) Never before did I have such courage to kill you! 

KosTANDIS. If I were scared of being killed, I wouldn't be here 
in your house unarmed. Kill me, but first let me write my worth
less fortune over to you. I came here to heal one wound, and now 
you've opened another one. 

MARIA. What do you mean? 
KosTANDIS (sighing). You've already heard what I mean. 
MARIA. About my being fit to be your wife? Even if I weren't 

your enemy, I tell you, I've finished with love. 
KosTANDIS. I'm not one to know women by their words. You're 

capable of loving me and of killing me. Come, let's make it up. 
From the moment you fired that shot at me, I realized my fate had 
changed. 

MARIA. Maybe we shall make it up. But I'm not granting you 
your life. 

KosTANDIS. Before I spoke to you, you were more hesitant. 
MARIA. Pity and hatred were struggling within me then. 
KosTANDIS. And now what's struggling? 
MARIA. Nothing! Get out, or I'll kill you! (Reaches over to 

grasp the knife.) 
KosTANDIS (catching her hand in time, but with obvious de

light). When you're alone you'll think over what we've said. Will 
you let me come again? 

MARIA (freeing her hand). Whether you come again or not, 
I've sworn an oath to find you. 

KosTANDIS. We'll meet again, then. You've given me the wound 
that'll ruin me. (With two strides he is at the door. With his 
hand on the bolt, he turns his face towards Maria.) 

MARIA (commandingly). Wait for me to put out the lamp, so 
they won't see you leaving my house. (She blows out the wick.) 

Darkness in the room. The man and the woman are silent. 
KOST ANDIS makes no move to open the door and leave, lest he 
should be taken for a coward, even though he is on tenterhooks with 
the threat that hangs over him. MARIA takes one step in the dark
ness and pulls the knife out of the loaf. Her movement is visible 
in the glow from the icon-lamp. 
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MARIA (shrieking). Will you get out, damn you! Will you get 

out! Or will you make me a murderer? 

KosTANDIS (with veiled irony). If I weren't a coward, I'd be 

able to soothe your heart. Goodbye for now, and don't worry. 

I'll come back to see your sparkling eyes! (Unbolts the door and 

rushes out into the street.) 

THIRD DAY: Scene One 

Night. The same room in the dead man's house. The lamp 

shines. KOST ANDIS and MARIA sit facing each other. KOST AN

DIS wears a new suit of clothes; the following takes place the next 

day or the day after that. 

KosTANDIS. I love you, by my faith! I love you, I can't do with

out you. Before I met you, my soul was searching for you. The 

strength that welled up inside me was searching for you. My 

unruliness and manliness were searching for you. 

MARIA. I told you, I've finished with love. We're separated 

by blood. 
KosTANDIS. Blood has also brought us together. That was what 

led me to your house. Since you were brave enough to take away 

my life, you'll show enough courage to give it back. Do you take 

me for some weakling who moans into a heartless woman's lap? 

You're mistaken! My life feels like a carved column. 

MARIA. What do you want from me if that's how your life 

feels? What a woman's capable of giving you, you found it in your 

first marriage. 
KosTANDIS. Don't remind me of it! I believed I had a help

mate, whereas I was all alone. Have you seen the cypresses in 

front of the church? That's how we were, Vangelio and I. Our 

branches and twigs met, but each drew life from his own roots. One 

of us could have died and the other would have buried him and 

gone on living. 
MARIA. The Village thought you a fine couple. Weren't you 

happy with her? 
KoSTANDIS. vVas I happy? I desired nothing better. That's 

happiness- when you only know what you've got. Then one 

day your eyes open. Till a few days ago I was swept along by war. 

Do you think I thought about anything else? The same with the 
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woman I married. But I never went through pain and anguish to 
make her mine. My clan chose her for me, and I believed I had 
chosen her myself. 

MARIA. But. she set up your household. If you hadn't been 
separated by w;;tr she'd have given you children, too. 

KosTANDIS. You know how they have to graft the blossom 
from one fig tree to another to make them fertile? That's how 
a woman gives birth to children if she's not one flesh with her 
husband. I know quite well what I'm looking for. You've seen twin 
almonds enclosed in the same shell- that's how I'll be with. my 
new wife. 

MARIA. You're a smart talker, but you forget the man you 
killed. At daybreak I went to the cemetery and swore my oath 
to him again. In the afternoon, as I was dozing, he came and visited 
me in my sleep. If only it wasn't you who killed him. You talk 
about. things I know. But you don't make me forget the vow I've 
made. 

KosTANDIS .. Don't you pity your life? 
MARIA. I feel for it and I pity it. That's why I'm wearing these 

black clothes~ 
KosTANDIS. I'll take them off! I'll dress you in red, then I'll 

mc;trry you. 
MARlA, It's you I'll dress in red, poor man. In my dream red 

is blood, not marriage. As soon as I wake up, I'll kill you. (Bitterly.) 
I'll kill you first, then I'll marry you. 

KosTANDIS, Many women have been loved for the honey that 
dripped from their lips. I love you for your poison. 

MARIA . .My poison's not yet mature. I'm inexperienced. (With 
a certain complacency.) But I wasn't always like that! Until the 
day I . was widowed I used to sing like a canary in this room. I 
had that bed over there surrounded with flower-pots. My lord 
and master lay down and I sang to him. 

KosTANDIS. See what tricks love gets up to! I was right. You're 
the woman for me! Will you marry me first, and kill me after? 
Then you can have my life with pleasure. 

MARIA. Let's . stop joking now. My husband is still freshly 
buried. As soon as I'm alone and put out the light, he comes into 
the house and begins moaning. Don't you think it's time to go? 

KosTANDIS. Say the word I want to hear, and I'll go. Do you 
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want us to love each other? 
MARIA. I've finished with love, I've told you. My heart's shut 

tight. If I did not have to avenge my husband, I'd be beside him 

now in the same grave. I've lived through what you hanker after, 

and I've seen it die. My stars have nothing more for me. 

KosTANDIS. Is that the word I wanted to hear? 

MARIA. I've no more to say. 
KosTANDIS. Then take the knife and strike me. 

MARIA. I've no courage right now. I'm faltering like a suicide. 

(Her words escaped her against her will. She covers her mouth 

with her hand.) 
KosTANDIS. Your words are death. But they give hope. 

MARIA. Get up, go. Respect my widowhood. 

KosTANDIS. Goodnight! May God enlighten you! 

KOST ANDIS takes two steps towards the door and waits for 

the widow to put out the light so that he can leave. The darkness 

surrounds them and leaves them breathless, as the other night.) 

MARIA (shouting wildly). Help, my love! Help, my brave 

husband! There! (Plunges the knife twice into Kostandis' back.) 

KosTANDIS. Murderer! You've ripped my back open! 

THIRD DAY: Scene Two 

The same night. Kostandis' house (same set as First Day). KOS

T ANDIS is laid out on the stone bench, and the MOTHER-IN

LAW stands over him. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. It's stopped bleeding. I've staunched the 

wound with lint and swaddled you up. Time will heal you. (De

cisively.) Now I'm off to rouse up the village. They'll set fire to 

the felon's house and burn her alive inside. 

KosTANDIS. For God's sake, don't! I don't know who stabbed 

me. I didn't see him in the dark. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. You had no need to see her. That felon of 

a woman had sworn to kill you. Yesterday morning she told every

one she could find that she'd renewed her vow to kill you. I'm 

going to rouse up the village. Now the priest's gone, the brave 

will show their courage! (Going towards the door.) Ah, murderer! 

Your funeral's all prepared, and you don't know it! 

KosTANDIS. Mother! If you love me, sit here over me so I don't 



144 THE CHARIOTEER 

start bleeding again. Leave revenge till I can stand on my feet. 
MoTHER-IN-LAw. I'd rather renounce my faith! While you're 

fighting for your life here, do you think I'm going to leave you 
unavenged? I have relatives to help me! 

KosTANDIS. Mother, it's no good, I tell you. Give me your hand, 
I'm dying. 

MoTHER-IN-LAw. There's nothing wrong with you. I know about 
wounds. (Goes out.) 

KOST ANDIS groans with pain and faints. MARIA opens the 
front door and enters on tiptoe. Her intention is not clear. Will she 
finish Kostandis off or take pity on him? She holds her hands to
gether in front of her; one does not know whether she is carrying a 
knife. Even she trembles to see the man at her mercy. 

KosTANDIS (coming out of his torpor). It wouldn't be fair to 
kill me when I'm wounded. 

MARIA. Shush! I don't wish you harm. Who bandaged you? 
(Touching him.) The wound's bleeding. Let me cool your temples, 
since I'm not capable of doing anything else. (Takes a handkerchief 
from her bosom, soaks it in water and dabs his forehead.) 

KosTANDIS. Have you changed your mind? You don't want me 
dead? 

MARIA. Get better, and you'll see how we'll make it up. 
KosTANDIS (sitting up on the bed, despite the shooting pain in 

his back). By my faith, it's not a delusion! Say those words again
did I hear right? 

MARIA. We shall love each other, as you wanted. 
KosTANDIS. You were right: "First I'll kill you, then I'll marry 

you." 
MARIA. Now I'm unworthy even of raising my eyes to you. 
KosTANDIS. Are you so ashamed that your hand didn't succeed? 

No bullet or blade can hurt me. When I get well, the world will 
be ours. 

MARIA. I'm damned because I struck you and shamed because 
I missed. Women aren't made to kill. Compared with your sin, 
mine is like a mountain beside a pebble. 

KosTANDIS. Have you forgiven me, then? 
MARIA is shaken by sobs. 
KosTANDIS. Stop it, woman! You've shown a man's courage. 

Where have you found all these tears now? (Begins to wipe her 
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tears with his hands.) 
MARIA (clasping his hands to her breast). I love you! I love 

you! Now I'm at your service. 

KosTANDIS. Say it so I can hear! Say it again! 

MARIA. I love you. I'm at your service. 

KosTANDIS. Now's the time for you to kill me for good. Life 

has no more to give me. 

MARIA. You kill me, so I can live! Up to now I was a wound. 

You've given me back my flesh. 

KosTANDIS (as if saying farewell). Bend down and kiss me. 

MARIA kisses him passionately, while he does not move. 

KosTANDIS. Go now. My mother-in-law will be back any mo-

ment. She went to rouse up the village. If they catch you here they'll 

slaughter you. And if they find you in the street they'll stone you. 

Leave the village. As soon as I'm well, I'll come and find you. 

MARIA. Oh, God! ·wm they kill me now that my eyes have 

opened? 
KosTANDIS. They'll go on killing till their eyes open, too. You 

saw how the village was deaf to the holy father's preaching. 

Come now, go, while there's still time. While I'm lying here, I 

haven't the strength to defend you. 

MARIA. I'll stay by you, whatever happens! Anyway, I struck 

you honorably. And if God saves you, I'll be the first to praise him. 

KosTANDIS. Poor girl! It's our love that'll shock the village. 

Murder is paid for with murder. They'll call our love dishonor. 

(His face shows his torment.) 
MARIA. I'm not afraid of the village. Where I am now, I don't 

care about other people. Forget them, too. 

KosTANDIS. I forget them as long as I have you beside me. I 

don't hear them and I don't remember them. 

MARIA. That's love. Don't tell me to go away. Let me drink 

the immortal water. (Embraces him.) Ah, you're soaked. Your face 

is pale. Kostandis! (She turns him on his side to see his back.) 

You're swimming in blood! 
KosTANDIS (dying). Maria, I'm leaving you. Go before they 

find you. 
Footsteps are heard approaching. Through the front door 

enter the MOTHER-IN-LAW and three or four men, including 

KANAVOS. 
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MoTHER-IN-LAw (to Maria). Is it you here, or do my eyes 
deceive me? Bitch! Have you come to finish him off? (Seeing 
the blood.) You've slaughtered him, you criminal! Two stabs weren't 
enough for you, eh? (Turns to the men. In official tones.) Cousin 
Anagnostis, you're the head of our family. Do what we've learned 
to do from our fathers. 

KANAvos (draws his pistol from his waistband and puts it to 
Maria's stomach). Cross yourself! 

MARIA. Let me kneel. (Kneels by the dead man and takes 
his hand.) I love this man. I've been reborn through love, even 
though I was a murderer. Nevertheless, it wasn't my hand that 
strur:k him, but the hand of the slain. The dead don't know how to 
love and forgive, because they're dead. (To Kanavos.) Now you can 
kill me. 

KANAvos. I shan't do you the favor. (Replaces his pistol in 
his waistband.) Your disgrace will be punished by the village. If 
each man cuts a piece off you, there'll be no corpse left to pollute 
our soil. (To the men.) Take her, and we'll parade her through 
the streets. Take her, and we'll stone her to death. 

The men seize Maria by her hands and hair and push her to
ward the door. As they open it) the dawn light pours into the room. 

MARIA (in the rosy light). Praise be to God! My sufferings will 
not remain secret. The innocent will understand me and awaken. 

CURTAIN 
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REVIEW OF BOOKS 

Margaret Alexiou. The Ritual Lament in Greek Tradition. Cambridge, 
England. 274 pages. 

Margaret Alexiou fully meets the scholarly standards which her fath
er, the distinguished Classicist George Thomson, established during the 
last decades. Like him, she combines breadth of knowledge with genuine 
understanding of the Greek people. Her work will attract many kinds 
of readers. The general reader will be interested in its theme, the sor
row which death occasions; the folklorist will follow one of the world's 
oldest, recorded folk traditions; and the literary scholar, whether he is 
a Classicist or a modernist will renew his insights into the development 
of ancient lyric verse or tragedy, or will refresh the lament themes he 
adapts in his own creative works. 

Readers of THE CHARIOTEER will be particularly interested in 
Chapter 3, "Modern Survivals", and in Chapter 6, "The Classification 
of Ancient and Modern Laments and Songs to the Dead." 

In Chapter 3, the author emphasizes that the modern Greek folk 
lament retains the ritual meaning as well as the poetic themes of ancient 
lament. At a modern wake, for instance, non-related mourners are al
ways present, and they sit apart from the women who are related to 
the deceased. A kinswoman starts off, followed by the others who lament 
in chorus; and when the head mourner from the non-related group 
decides to take up the dirge, she stretches her hand over the corpse. By 
this action, the dirge is passed back and forth from the group of rela
tives to the other group. The formalized exchange of laments between 
the professional or invited mourners and the obligated mourners, who 
are related to the deceased, is typical of the exchange which Homer 
describes in Iliad 24.719-776. Professional mourners led the lament for 
Hector, and they were echoed by the kinswomen who took up the dirge 
-Andromache, Hecuba, and then Helen. The ritual, as it has been 
perpetuated, consists not only of the antiphonal exchange between the 
two groups of mourners, but also of the obligatory presence of the pro
fessional mourners. The latter bring artistic competence to their role, 
and they also, as Alexiou notes, may vicariously grieve for their own 
dead. 

In a modern Maniot dirge (mirol6yi) from the collection of Pasa
yanis, the professional mourners are encouraged by the singer to send 
messages to their own dead by singing them over the corpse of a person 
to whom they are not related. The soul of the deceased will take those 
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messages to the other world. Alexiou notes that professional or hired, 
mourners are not necessarily less sincere than the grieving relatives. 
But surely the reason is not, as the author says, because professional 
mourners are "required to fulfill an obligation to the dead," but be

cause they are already experienced in the expression of pain which 
death has brought to their own lives. 

In Chapter 6, the author defines the demotic word, miroloyi, as 
"a song to fate," or more exactly, "a protest to fate." Protest-laments 
are as old as the Hellenistic prose romances in which Fate played a 
dominant role. They appeared again in the Byzantine romances which 
mimicked the Hellenistic ones, and they found their way into medieval 
manuscripts where monks "in idle and nostalgic mood" wrote them "to 
fill up the long empty spaces" (p. 119). Alexiou rightly remarks that 
neither the Hellenistic nor the Byzantine mirol6yia were, generally 
speaking, examples of good poetry. But artistically inferior as they may 
have been, they enjoyed a remarkably tenacious popularity. 

Modem mirol6yia can be divided into several distinctive groups. 
Drawing mainly on the Laoghraphik6n Archion, Alexiou divides mi
roloyia into fate-protests against someone's departure for a foreign land, 
change of religion, or a bride's departure from home, as well as protests 
against physical death. These laments for the dead have various motifs, 
chief of which are the mourners' reproaches to the deceased for his 
having abandoned them or the mourners' call for revenge - the latter 
is a theine which passes over into the vendetta-ballads from Mani. Still 
a third class of mirol6yia for the dead are the common variations on 
the obvious theme, ghlikd td mirol6yia ("dirges are comforting") (Pasa
yanis 88, 5). 

These lament themes appear in modem Greek writers, but Alexiou 
does not survey the persistence of these miroloyic themes in these 
writers; she is interested only in tracing the survival of such themes in 
folk poetry and popular practice. One can only wish that in the future 
she will undertake the other task and produce a second volume on 
the ritual lament in Greek literary tradition which will complement 
the present one. 

Edward Phinney, 
University of Massachusetts 
at Amherst. 
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Stelios Geranis. Ta mikrd mou thavmata. Kedros. Athens. 1974. 62 pages. 

Stelios Geranes is a post-war poet whose published works over the 

past thirty years include seven books of poetry and one of criticism. 

This new collection of poems, My Small Miracles, on balance, shows a 

poetic spirit that is warm and sure of itself. Sentimental, even some

what foolish, in the few religious poems that appear in the work, 

Geranis goes on in later monologues and dialogues to speak with a 

patient instinctiveness, touching on details of his urban surroundings 

which have defined and conditioned him. His city-scapes are straight

forward and sometimes literal pictures of kitchens, beds, mirrors, and 

tables which, however actual they appear, have a puzzling, at times 

unconventional reality about them. 
Geranis reveals a broad and continuing interest, like many Modern 

Greek poets, in the suffering of his people and a desire for an end to 

the tensions and hostilities that threaten his world. His concern is, 

also, generalized and ranges broadly through Western experience. He 

draws from the classical past, Pericles, and from the Christian past, 

John the Baptist, but most often from a symbolic world, largely a 

French influence, of anonymous, fictional personages who pass through 

his poetry of turmoil, searching for compassion, peace, and love. 

If Geranis is not unique in his themes, he is original in modelling 

his material. In "Moment of Panic,'' for example, he portrays a man 

emptying his wretchedness on a clean table; his children stand ready 

to jump into chaos, while a small Achilles and the narrator himself 

remain firm and dream of tranquility. Perhaps one of Geranis' most 

attractive devices is his use of the third person point of view introduced 

by the phrase, "he said," a feature which, incidentally, links him to 

Ritsos. This essentially Brechtian approach helps Geranis put a dis

tance between his reader and the world he has created, objectifying 

both that world and the reader's relation to it in a manner that separates 

man from history and forces him to evaluate his own place in his par

ticular surroundings. In "The Return," which recalls Cavafy's "Waiting 

for the Barbarians,'' Geranis warns his readers - through the voice of 

an ancient Greek who, believing the war won, throws his spear into a 

well - that the barbarians are always ready to attack and that civilized 

man in his haste for democracy disarms himself at his peril. 

Geranis, according to Yiannis Kordatos, is a poet who spoke out 

when others remained silent. This work has a natural style that reflects 

the poet's own roots in proletarian Piraeus; and more important, marks 

Geranis as a poet of latter-day resistance who has found a manner to 

match his sentiments. 

Kostas Myrsiades 
West Chester State College 
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M. Byron Raizis. Dionysios Solom6s. Twayne's World Author Series 
(No. 193). New York. 1972. 158 pages. 

In an essay on the Hellenic language, George Seferis put the matter 
well when he said, "The gaps of his [Solomos'] works are the falterings 
of a soul which, in its highest function, was pulled by an inescapable 
struggle to the point of breaking." The fragmentary state of Solomos' 
literary remains indicates a weakness in his nature- a weakness com
pounded by his deficient knowledge of Greek and of the undeveloped 
state of the Greek demotic at the time he adopted it for writing. His 
work also suggests a strength which we find in only a few of the Modern 
Greek authors who came after Solomos: acute moral and aesthetic 
awareness, and the capacity to give up a poem rather than finish it 
at the expense of art or spirit. The surviving works themselves are 
often masterful, and almost never negligible. It is, therefore, unfair to 
compare Solomos with the great European poets of his age, to find 
him lacking because of the unfinished state of some of his major poetry, 
and to react against the idealized status he has enjoyed among modern 
Greeks. (This last is due, in part, to the adoption of Solomos' "Hymn 
to Liberty" as the Greek national anthem.) 

Solomos, the artist who gave the first impetus to Modern Greek 
poetry at the time when the Greek nation was fighting and winning 
its independence during the early nineteenth century, cannot be ig
nored by the serious reader of Modern Greek literature. Mr. Raizis' 
book on Solomos answers a need for the English-speaking student of 
Greek poetry and is a worthy replacement for the now-dated book by 
Romilly Jenkins. Following the standard synoptic form of the Twayne 
series, the monograph is headed by the writer's preface and by a 
chronology of Solomos' life and literary output. The main text is 
divided into twelve small chapters, followed by the notes, a selected 
bibliography and a page index of names and subjects. The presentation 
is concise but full, and its order is chronological, its final chapters 
titled "The Swan Song" and "The Aftermath: The Legacy of Solomos." 

This book has raised some questions in my mind. I am not certain 
whether we can say that Solomos "began to visualize clearly his posi
tion as a potential national bard" (p. 23), when he returned to his native 
island Zakynthos from Italy in 1818. He is, in my opinion, more likely 
to have thought of himself in those terms after meeting S. Trikoupis 
four years later (p. 31). Then, too, in what episode with his brother 
Demetrios did Dionysios become the comic hero? - the episode is alluded 
to but not specified. I also think that more samples from "Lambros" 
and perhaps a separate chapter on Solomos' metres could have given 
a better overview of the poet's moral and artistic preoccupations. But 
these are minor points. No reviewer, I think, will have any major ob
jection to this highly articulate study or to its critical judgments. A 
survey of the various theories which scholars have brought forward 
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to expain the vexing problem I have mentioned above, relating to the 
unfinished and fragmentary state of Solomos' remains, is carried out 
particularly well. Finally, one of the great virtues of this study on 
Solomos is the excellent English rendition, sometimes in rhyme, of rep
resentative pieces from the poetry of Solomos. 

George Thaniel, 
University College, 
Toronto. 

A SHORT SURVEY OF PUBLICATIONS 

A stream of publications - books and magazines of and on Greek 
literature and art- does constantly reach our desk from this country, 
from Greece, and other parts of the world. No matter how much we 
would like to give several of these publications the longer comment 
they deserve, circumstances oblige us to be brief. There is an impres
sive amount of intellectual and artistic productivity in Greece today 
as that country is now recovering from her seven years of stifling ex
perience. A deep concern, however, is the attitude and conduct of a 
brutal, barbarian neighbor, the Turk, who has brought new sorrows 
upon her; perhaps, even more distressing is the attitude and conduct 
of her old friends who have refused to stand effectively on her side 
in the name of human justice and freedom. 

Two highly significant books were recently published in this coun
try, both on the poetry of Odysseus Elytis, the "poet of the Aegean." 
The Temple University Press brought out a very comprehensive selec
tion in English translated by a master-craftsman, Kimon Friar. It is a 
hard-bound edition of 200 pages ($10.00) titled The Sovereign Sun, 
a title which translates not only the Greek "Ilios Iliatoras," Elytis's 
most recent book of verse, but also stresses the most central, meaning
ful, and powerful symbol in his poetry as a whole. This volume gives 
a panorama of Elytis's creative development from his initial Orienta
tions o£ the thirties to the Ilios Iliatoras itself. Not long ago Kimon 
Friar gave us his voluminous and monumental Modern Greek Poetry: 
From Cavafis to Elytis; the qualities we had ample chance to appreciate 
there are in full bloom in this volume as well. Besides the amazingly 
faithful rendering of the great variety in the originals, there is a long 
Introduction which has obviously grown from many years of continuous 
exchange between the poet and his translator, but which is also the 
fullest and most perceptive commentary so far, on the power and rich
ness, the originality and subtlety of Elytis's poetic genius. There is 
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much to learn and to enjoy in this Introduction and in the Notes that 
follow the texts. Once again Kimon Friar has admirably met a major 
challenge, making one of the greatest poets of Modern Greece amply 
accessible to the English-speaking world. 

The other book, of equal worth, on Elytis, published by the Uni
versity of Pittsburgh, is The Axion Esti (paper bound, 1974, pp. 160, 
$3.50) in the superb English translation of Edmund Keeley and George 
Savidis- An International Poetry Forum Selection. This bilingual 
edition gives the reader the double pleasure of enjoying Elytis's most 
ambitious, and artistically most variegated poem, in its original un
surpassable Greek and in a very gratifying translation. The translator's 
skill, long-trained and tested in his distinguished translations of Seferis, 
Cavafis and others, catches the wealth of language and image, the 
variety of manner and form and tone, peculiar to this poem which 
demonstrates the pictorial, musical, symbolic and dramatic power of 
the Greek language. 

Another very valuable translation is that of PaJamas's The Twelve 
Words of the Gypsy (Athens and London, 1974) by Theodore Stepha
nides and George Katsimbalis (Henri Miller's legendary "Colossus of 
Maroussi"). Until recently, there were two published attempts to re
produce in English the epicolyric grandeur of Kostes PaJamas's master
piece 0 Dhodhekaloghos tau Ghyftou; both had their serious short
comings. This new translation (though really not so new, for it began 
several years ago and took several years for its completion) may not 
be so "modern" in language and style, but its certain Victorian-Paterine 
touch seems to reproduce more faithfully the bardic and torrential 
tone of voice, the grandeur, and the often solemn, often folkloric rich
ness of the original. Both these veteran translators have been among 
the deceased philosopher-poet's most passionate admirers. At one time 
they were his intimate friends, deeply conversant with his epoch-making, 
voluminous creativity, and his high national objectives. This transla
tion is obviously a work of deep affection by two masters of English 
and Greek. 

We have had the chance to write more extensively elsewhere on 
another significant recent publication: Peter Bien's Kazantzakis and 
the Linguistic Revolution in Greek Literature (Princeton University 
Press, 1972, pp. 292, $9.00). Professor Bien gives a thorough and per
ceptive evaluation of Kazantzakis' active role in the linguistic revolu
tion in Greece, its phases and events, and shows how closely his literary 
accomplishments were connected with that movement. The first part 
of this book is a detailed and illustrated history of the demotic move
ment as a whole; the second part considers Kazantzakis in the light of 
that movement. Kazantzakis of the Odyssey and of most of his earlier 
work experienced a discordant disagreement between matter and form, 
between language and theme. Only after 1940, in his novels, did he 
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accomplish a balance and agreement between the two. 

Relevant to the topic of our present issue is another American pub
lication, a sumptuously illustrated, edited and printed book: The 
Byzantine Wall Paintings of Crete by Kostantin Kalokyris (New York: 
Red Dust Inc., 1973, pp. 184, $25.00). It informs us that "there are 
roughly 600 Byzantine churches scattered all over Crete, with wall 
paintings dated between 1225-1523. Many of them are neglected and 
falling to ruins. Thirty-four churches were photographed for the publi
cation of this book." The book thus becomes a testimony and a treasure 
house of that irreplaceable artistic wealth whose loss Prevelakis la
mented in his works, the Byzantine art in Crete that perishes every 
day because of the impact of time and modern neglect. The highly in
formative text, by a devoted specialist, Kostantin Kalokyris (himself 
born in Rethymno, Crete, and now Professor of Christian and Byzantine 
Archeology at the University of Thessaloniki) with its color and black
and-white photographic illustrations by Farrell Grehan, was originally 
published in Greece in 1957. Its English version materialized through the 
initiative of Joanna Gunderson through hers and Harry Hionides's 
editorship, and the translations by Constantine Kazanas and Leonidas 
Contos. The publishers did not spare expense or care to make this 
volume an attractive acquisition for any student and lover of Byzantine 
art and history. 

Most of the books we have received from Greece are, as usual, 
poetry collections. Two outstanding poets of the post-war generation 
(among those we anthologized in our previous issue) have brought 

out collected editions of their poetry. These are Ares Dhikteos (Ta 
Piimata: 1934-1956. Athina: Dhodhoni, 1974) and Minas Dhimakis 
(Piimata, Vol. I. Athina: Vakon, 1973). Another three poets of that 
generation, have each added to his credit a new volume of original 
verse. In his Metallayes (Alterations. Athina, 1974), his eighth volume 
of verse so far, George Kotsiras in a variety of descriptive, meditative 
and introspective poems gives further "alterations" of his existentialist 
anxiety. Kostas Steryopoulos in his Eklipsi: 1968-1973 (Eclipse. Athina: 
Vakon, 1974) gives his lyrical testimony of frustrations and inactivity 
in the dark days of the Junta. Margharita Dalmati, with four other 
volumes of verse, an Academy and a State First Prize, as well as several 
poetic translations from and into Greek and Italian, and books of 
literary essays and books for children to her credit, in her recent Aktion 
(Actium. Athina: Ikaros, 1974) does often raise her warm sensibility 
to the level of philosophical meditation. 

From Thessaloniki, George Themelis, the prolific dean of the poets 
of that Northern capital of Greece, has sent us four new poetry collec
tions, his Peristrophi: Piima Spherik6 ke Metatopiz6meno together with 
the Eleyia tau Ametathetou (Rotation: A Spherical and Shifting Poem 
and The Elegy of the Immovable. Thessaloniki: Ekdhosis Neas Porias, 
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1973); Dhendhr6kipos II (Tree-Garden II. Thessaloniki: Tram, 1973); 
Kipi (Gardens. Thessaloniki, 1974); and Ars Poetica (Thessaloniki, 
1974). From that capital we have also received Ta Piimata: 1965-1970 
(Thessaloniki, 1974), a collected edition, by Anestis Evangelou. 

Three women of the younger generation, have each sent us a new 
book of verse. In Ena Vlemma (A Look. Athina: Ermias, 1974) Nana 
Issaia continues the lengthy, shapeless, obsessive, repetitive monologues 
on passivity and inaction which she launched in her previous volume, 
Persona. Roula Alavera in her To Kraniotrypano (The Skull Trepan. 
Thessaloniki: Ekdh6sis N eas Pori as, 197 3), her first book, is consider
ably true to her anatomically nightmarish title; her poetry and its con
glomeration of wild and irrational imagery does not differ from that 
of the so-called "existentialist" younger poets, encouraging us to avoid 
its "trepan." Indeed her structure allows no door to enter it. We are 
in a comparatively more hospitable world in Pavlina Pampoudhi's Ta 
Mord ton Angelon Aspra ke Tifld (The Babies of the Angels, White 
and Blind. Athina: Ermias, 1974). We like this attractive St x 10-! 
plaquette and its combination of poetry with ink drawings by the poet 
herself. There is much fresh imagery in this optical poetry, reflecting 
the imaginative eye and the calligraphic hand. Its post-surrealistic na
ture has a touch of innocence and neatness sharply contrasting with the 
qualities of her existentialist contemporaries. 

Principally a short-story writer, 2mong the best of his generation, 
Triandafillos Pittas has brought out a book of poems, Ghimnastiki 
(Gymnastics. Athina, 1973), previously published in magazines. He con
fesses that these poems were not written because he had "something to 
say," but because he has a "love for words" and likes to play with them. 

In four little volumes, their titles translated as The Primitive World 
in the Poetry of G. Th. Vafopoulos (Athina: Antinea, 1973), The Poetry 
of G. Themelis: A Psychoanalysis (Athina: Antinea, 1973), The Intellec
tual and Poetic Development of Melissanthi (Athina: Antinea, 1974), 
and The "Other Life" in the Poetry of George Seferis (Athina: An
tinea, 1974), Sophia Antzaka, a devoted student and translator of Karl 
Jung, gives interesting reconsiderations of the work of the mentioned 
poets in the light of Jungian philosophy. The originality of her work 
has been praised by Athenian critics. 

To the Twayne 'World Authors Series on Greek authors, Harry 
Hionides has added his volume on Paisius Lizarides (New York, 1972), 
a learned Byzantine clergyman and scholar who lived in the sixteenth 
century under the Ottoman rule. Hionides's consideration of this little
known figure, throws much light upon an obscure period in the Byzan
tine life and letters. 

In his Ellinistikd Dhiiyimata (Hellenistic Short Stories. Athina, 1973) 
Evangelos R6zos, a writer with historical interests, aspires to reproduce 
a live picture of the Hellenistic world, its mentality and everyday life. 
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Enriched with historical and literary references, this sequence of stories 

successfully combines history with literature. 
Prometheus and his archetypal myth come alive again in P. D. 

Pandazis's homonymous tragedy, Prometheus (Athina, 1974), which re

ceived a First Prize from the Academie Internationale de Lutece. Wid

ening the Promethean experience, in its 138 pages, this tragedy embraces 

Epimetheus, Kritias, Orestes, Danae and Herakles to express the tragi

cality of experiences and circumstances not only in ancient, but in 

Modern Greece as well. 

Translating folk poetry and songs, especially in riming couplets, 

from any language, is certainly not the easiest task a translator of poetry 

can undertake. If the musical, idiomatic, epigrammatic and other death

less qualities in the famous Cretan folk-couplets do not fare so well in 
F. Ragovin's bilingual Cretan Mantinddes: Song Poems ("Cnossos" 

Editions, 1974), we would still take this little volume as a tribute of 

love to Crete, her poetry and culture. This handy collection of man

tinddes is thematically arranged in the original Greek; the English 

translation helps to supply a literal approximation of meaning- no 

more. The poetry is lost. 

We close our survey by commenting on five periodicals that deserve, 

though not exclusively, special mention. The monthly Efthini (Respon

sibility: "A Pamphlet of Neohellenic Problematism"), edited in Athens 

by Kostas Tsiropoulos, already has successfully reached its 37th issue. 

Born in the dark days of 1972, it became the voice of the intellectual 

elite and as a wakeful conscience has met its obligation to enlighten 

the nation in facing the changing circumstances and the rising ethical 

problems. Its contributors have been some of the most learned minds in 

Greece: Konstantinos Tsatsos, I. N. Theodhorak6poulos, Angelos Ter

zakis, Pandelis Prevelakis, Alexis Minotis, N. G. Pendzikis, M. D. 

Stasin6poulos, Zoe Karelli, Takis Papats6nis, I. Th. Kakrides, Angelos 

Vlachos, and several others. Unfailingly, every issue has also presented 

translations of significant texts from the intellectual life abroad. 

Aeolikd Grdmmata (Aeolian Letters), a bi-monthly literary review 

edited in Athens by George Valetas, is already in its fourth year of 

publication. It was initially founded by its gifted editor to specialize 

in the Greek literature produced in Aeolia (the shores of Asia Minor 

and the neighboring islands), and has counted among its luminaries 

Myrivilis, Seferis, Elytis, Venezis, Kosmas Politis and several others. 

This review eventually widened its scope and has become the forum 

of a large portion of the "traditional" literary world of Modern Greece. 

Special issues have been devoted to Venezis, Nikos Kambas, Lord Byron, 

the Cyprus crisis, and to the brave students who were killed by the 

Junta at the Polytechnic School in Athens. 

The Cypriot monthly Pnevmatiki Kypros (Intellectual Cyprus) has 

reached its sixteenth year of publication; behind it is the inexhaustible 
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personality of its editor, Kypros Chrysanthis, a prolific poet, prose
writer, critic and translator. In the days of the Junta, several writers in 
Greece found a welcome freedom in the pages of Pnevmatiki Kypros, 
and some significant texts published in its pages are nowhere else 
accessible. 

Specializing in literary criticism, the Kritika Filla (Pages of Criti
cise), edited in Athens by J. M. Hadzifotis, has, since 1971, filled suc
cessfully part of a serious gap in the Greek literary life of the late 
sixties, when, for various reasons, a large portion of the literature of 
that country was without adequate critical appreciation. Kritika Filla 
has devoted special issues to Kostis Palamas, Cavafy, Hourmouzios, 
Sikelianos, and Kondoglou. 

Greek letters should be grateful to Books Abroad: An International 
Literary Quarterly edited by the poet Ivar Ivask, and published by the 
University of Oklahoma. Each issue of this quarterly has, since 1968, 
reserved a special section edited by Kimon Friar, for the critical review 
of several Greek literary publications, undertaken by Greek scholars and 
critics in this country and abroad. Books Abroad has also published 
articles on Seferis (Spring 1968), Samarakis (Autumn 1968), E1ytis 
(Autumn 1971), and Ritsos (Winter 1974). The Autumn 1975 issue 
will include several articles on Elytis as a tribute to his poetic accomp
lishment. Several reviews, which initially appeared in the American 
quarterly, are now being republished in Greek translation in a column 
of the Athenian daily Ta Nea, also under the editorship of Kimon 
Friar. 

A. Decavalles 
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